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ALL | WANT FOR CHRISTMAS IS YOU 


AVERY 
A company takeover, the day before Christmas Eve. 


It’s like those horror stories on the news when everyone’s 
suddenly out of work for the holidays. 


Merry Freaking Christmas. 


But Jack Cole’s a different kind of man. A different kind of 
boss. 


And once I see his personal memo to us all, I know what I 
want for Christmas. 


It runs something like: I’ll be the turkey and he can be the 
stuffing. 


I’m really not like that, but there’s something about the 
man, even on a screen that just does something to me. 


Like an older guy like him could or ever would even go for a 
younger, thicker girl like me. 


Within minutes of finally meeting the man in the flesh, I’m 
past worrying about my day job or even my rent. 


I’m suddenly reaching for that turkey baster. 


Wondering if Christmas miracles really do happen and if I 
might be about to have the first Christmas where I’m not 
alone. 


JACK 


I wouldn’t say I’m a Grinch, but Christmas though? 


Really? 


I’m too busy for any of that. Money never takes a holiday 
and neither do I. 


Acquiring a new company the day before Christmas Eve 
probably is a little unorthodox too. 


Nobody’s cheering. The board’s not and the new 
employee’s probably aren’t either. 


The last thing people want to hear at Christmas is their 
statewide show is now national. 


Most people know that usually means most of them will be 
losing their jobs too. 


But I’m not like that. I want this company to be different. 
And I’ll make my way over there personally and explain 
things. 


Put everyone’s mind at ease. 


Once I see her though. Once I actually get close enough to 
see it’s not my imagination, I need a different plan. 


I need her, for starters. 

As mine. 

For Christmas. 

Forever. 

Maybe this whole Christmas thing isn’t so bad after all? 

*All I Want For Christmas is You is an insta-everything 


standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and 
no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


Aww 


All of us in the office are nervous. It’s not the first time a 
statewide company’s been taken over by a big business 
recently, and none of us really expect to keep our jobs. 


“And it always happens right around Christmas,” someone 
murmurs as we leave the cafeteria, the only place big 
enough for the district manager to address all employees of 
the takeover, which is effective immediately. 


“As for what happens now,” he announced with a grim look, 
“T can’t really say. But I’d advise we prepare for the worst.” 


I was about to put up the tree in one of the ground floor 
windows. A Christmas tradition I’m told the office has, 
putting it up a day before Christmas Eve, not in October 
like everyone seems to want to. 


A tradition started by the original company founder in 
1888, back when it was the biggest office building in the 
area. 


“Hardly seems worth it now,” I muse out loud, wondering if 
maybe I should pack up my desk instead. Gulping as I 
realize I have no savings either. 


This is my first job since college, practically earning me just 
enough to live hand to mouth each week as a basic 
secretary and dog’s body to a boss who has me do 
everything she couldn’t or doesn’t want to. 


The last insurance office to be taken over in the city was 
emptied within the hour of being bought. The look on 
everyone’s faces says it all. 


As we try to focus on getting some actual work done before 
the end of the day, the district manager comes onto our 
floor again, beaming a smile that grabs our attention. 


Holding up a sheaf of papers, he begs us to check our work 
emails. 


“Take a look, people. I think you'll be happy to know we may 
just have a future here after all.” 


The new president of the company has sent everyone a 
memo, apparently. Personalized with our own names on 
each one and featuring a large picture of himself by way of 
introduction. 


Corny by any other standard, but skimming the first few 
lines I breathe a sigh of relief, sinking back into my chair 
and making a strange sound that makes three cubicle’s 
worth of co-workers pop their heads over. 


“You alright?” someone asks, raising their brow and 
wincing as my chair creaks. 


The message is fine, but it’s the messenger that has me 
weak in the knees. 


The man is a god. 


Most employees can be overheard gasping with relief, the 
certainty that we’ll all retain our jobs and that the new 
leadership has no plans to cut any staff or service. 


The next guy over calls his wife, letting her know the 
rumors weren’t true. That he still has a job. 


What rumors? 


Me? I’m feeling like that confident mouth of his, on that 
chiseled jaw has leapt right out of my screen and down 
between my legs, which I feel myself starting to squeeze 
together as I get lost in his eyes. 


Dark, powerful eyes that have authority, intellect, and 
kindness. The kind of eyes that also ask more questions 
than they let out answers from. 


His huge shoulders fill a tailored suit, and his lean face tells 
me he does more than just look after himself. 


I shiver another breath, trying to collect myself. 


How can the sight of just one man, a total stranger reduce 
me to this? 


I’ve never even... Well. Let’s just say I’m not one to touch 
myself apart from washing and trimming the hedges, but 
the sight of this man has me wanting to do more than just 
touch myself. 


Gnawing my lip, I consider a quick or maybe even extended 
bathroom break. But I know it’s useless. 


I don’t want my own clumsy efforts. I want the man himself, 
down there. 


Those strong, expert hands I just know he has to have, to 
match the rest of his body and that brooding look. 


His rich, deep voice, promising me and commanding me at 
the same time as he draws my pleasure from me, rasping 
my name, ‘Avery... Avery...’ 


His styled, full head of hair with just a hint of silver at the 
sides between my fingers, brushing against my thighs right 
before he- 


“Avery! Jesus, are you deaf? Thought you’d stroked out. 
Been standing here for like twenty seconds calling your 
name.” 


My boss, Angela Fitzner. 


Not someone I’d miss if they did fire a few middle 
managers. Far from it. 


She’s a weasel of a woman, not even a real woman. Ninety 
percent plastic, I’d say by the looks. Not that I’d wanna get 
close enough to find out. 


She’s all hair and chest, with troweled on makeup, an 
orange spray tan glow, and what must be a corset 
underneath. 


It’s the only way anyone could have that Malibu Barbie look 
without ever going out in the sun. 


I can’t see the attraction, but every guy in the building falls 
over himself when she’s around. I’m pretty sure it’s how she 
got her job in the first place. 


She leans into my cubicle just enough to make me recoil 
from that god awful fragrance she dips herself in as well. 


“Management got a memo of their own, Avery. Your job is 
safe... for now, but there’s nothing to stop me from 
recommending you get the slip if you don’t start pulling 
your weight around here,” she hisses. Making sure nobody 
else can hear her. 


I look down at my desk, thinking how maybe it wouldn’t 
have been so bad being fired. At least I wouldn’t have her 
on my Case every day. 


But I need this job, and I can’t blow it by saying the wrong 
thing or scratching her dead plastic eyes out either. 


Much as I’d like to. 


“Mr. Jack Cole is set to make an appearance here himself 
any day now, any time. So how ‘bout you haul some of that 
ass you have so much of and put up that fuckin’ tree, huh? 
Make the place a little more festive.” She orders me. 


“Uh... Ms. Fitzner?” Somebody asks her from behind, and 
in an instant, her whole demeanor changes, back to the 
little butter wouldn’t melt in my mouth princess act she 
uses around everyone. 


Everyone except me. 


“Which hole do you want that tree put up?” I murmur 
under my breath, not thinking she caught it. 


“What did you say?” she challenges me, spinning around. 


“I said, lIl go and put the tree up, right now, Ms. Fitzner,” I 
tell her, screwing my face up when she finally turns hers 
away from me. 


Jack Cole, eh? 


Now I have a name to the face, at least. The words are a 
blur in his email. 


All I can see is a god-like man come down to earth. 


Maybe one I should practice screaming into my pillow for. 
Never hurts to have some sort of rehearsal for the real 
thing. 


Somehow, I don’t even know how, I think Jack Cole and I are 
going to get on just swell. 


If I ever get to meet him. 


CHAPTER TWO 


J ack 


“Well I don’t care, David. I’ve given my own word and put 
up my stake in the company that I can turn it around and I 
will... I’m going down there myself to meet everyone. To 
meet the people who pay our salaries with their hard 
work.” 


I slam the phone down, wishing it was on his head. 
Damned board. Entitled, sniveling little- 
“Mr. Cole? Your car’s waiting, Sir.” 


“Oh, okay thanks,” I murmur, never remembering his name, 
but probably because of that look this secretary always 
gives me. The one I get again as I watch the elevator doors 
close. 


Like I’m wearing nothing but donuts and he hasn’t eaten 
for a week, what the hell is wrong with people? 


I’ve been at the helm twenty years, and we’ve underwritten 
plenty of insurers then gone on to take over running them. 


But I like to do things differently, a little old fashioned. I like 
to keep everyone on and take it all to the next level. Kids 
these days wanna slice and dice anything, flip it in six 
months just to make a billion, and try to snatch a slice for 
themselves. 


Not old Jack Cole, they don’t call me The Wizard for 
nothing. 


“Uh, just here is fine thanks, I’ll walk the rest of the way.” 


The driver gives me an uncertain look like he’ll be fired if he 
doesn’t drop me right out front instead of down a couple of 
streets. 


Yes, I can actually walk a few blocks all by myself thank 
you! 


“Just be careful of the ice, Sir. That’s all,” he remarks, 
lowering his window and keeping the car crawling after me 
until I take a side street. 


It is cold, and the ground is frozen but it is Christmas. 


Burying my hands in my coat pockets, I pass the crowds 
and storefronts, almost losing my way until I feel something 
that makes me look up. 


I remember the name of the building and make my way 
across the street, but there’s something else once I get 
there. 


More of a feeling as I get closer. 


The feeling of my new baby? A new company that I can 
watch bloom, something I can- 


Holy-! 


The large window of said building that I’m passing has what 
looks like a tree dancing in it. 


I turn to look, moving a step back out of reflex. What the 
hell would a tree be doing- 


Oh. Christmas. 


But it’s not the tree, it’s whose under it that catches my eye, 
giving me an instant report on that feeling I’ve had getting 
closer. 


It’s her. 
Whoever she is, she’s fucking perfect. 


Her ass is, anyway. It’s the first thing I can see under all 
that Fir tree as it shifts about amongst it, in time with her 
own body’s movements as she struggles to keep it upright. 


I hear a low groan, feeling my own thickness starting to 
stiffen like a tree trunk, and realize it’s me. 


I feel someone next to me, some woman and her small child, 
laughing. Pointing. 


Laughing at my angel. 


“The hell’s wrong with you?” I bark at the pair of them. 
“You never seen a damned tree before?” 


The woman reels back in horror, gripping her kid by the 
wrist as she drags him away. 


I turn my eyes back, feeling a stab of panic. A tightening in 
my chest and a dry croak from my mouth. 


She’s gone. 
My angel’s disappeared. 


Pressing my hands to the thick glass, I peer in, trying to see 
past the tree, grinding my jaw as my heart sinks. 


Typical. 


This is why I keep so busy, I tried looking for love all those 
years ago. Never worked. She just wasn’t there. Not even 
real. 


Oh, I’ve had glimpses of her, whoever she is... the one. But 
like today, she’s just a phantom. Probably my imagination. 


My wishful thinking. 


And just when I think it was my mind playing tricks, she’s 
back again. 


Her full figure squeezing through the tiny doorway to the 
glass display, a step ladder in her hands as she looks up at 
the tree, determination in her clear blue eyes. 


Her blond hair coming out of her bun, strands of it dance 
around her oval face and she puffs them away as she sets 
the ladder straight and takes a step to climb up. 


She’s young. Probably half my age, but I don’t care about 
that. There’s something about her. All of her that I need to 
get closer to. I need to see more of her. 


Touch her. 
Inhale her. 


She stops, and I make another groaning sound as she steps 
down and bends over, right in front of me. 


Fishing into a box for something. 


Her thick, firm chest bunches up for me, teasing me 
through her white on white blouse. 


When she stands up again, she looks flushed, giddy. Her 
cheeks are full of color and as she turns away from me 
again, I’m sure I see a smile playing on her lips as she 
climbs back up the ladder. 


She’s got white slacks on too, and like her top in the bright 
lights of the glass display, I can make out the outline of her 
bra and panties. 


Lace, and highlighting the stunning beauty of her natural 
curves. 


They don’t make women like this anymore. And the man 
upstairs broke the mold once he made this angel. 


This is my one chance at something I know TIl never have 
again. I have to meet her. 


I have to make her mine somehow. 
“There he is, that’s the man there,” a voice exclaims. 


I turn, feeling my back tighten, and my body tense under 
my coat, how many more interruptions do I have to have? 


“I'm gonna have to ask you to come with me Sir,” a deep 
voice says, and I spot his flat palm raised and a nightstick in 
his other hand. 


The uniform isn’t a cop, but he has a shiny something on his 
chest. 


“Security,” he announces, followed swiftly by, “Oh! Uh... Mr. 
Cole. I’m sorry, Sir. I didn’t realize...” 


I frown, looking him up and down, and then down again at 
the woman and her kid. 


A laugh erupts from the back of my throat. 


I’m being ridiculous. Something just happens when people 
get between me and what I want. 


“Im sorry, Miss?” I offer, fishing for my wallet. I know 
there’s only one quick way out of this that benefits 
everybody. 


“T thought you were someone else just now, please, forgive 
my frankness,” I tell her, bowing a little and holding out a 
handful of Ben Franklin’s my favorite fuck off tickets. 


The woman’s eye’s narrow like she’s not gonna play. But 
once she feels the weight of them in her hand, she’s gone 
quicker than you could say ‘Ben Franklin was here.’ 


“We weren’t expecting you so soon,” The security guard 
says sheepishly, brushing off my interaction with the woman 
as I slip a couple of bills into his hand as well. 


“Merry Christmas,” I announce loudly, then pulling him 
closer I tell him, “I need you to get me into that display 
window. Right now, can you do that?” I ask like he’s in on 
my personal secret already. 


“Right away, Sir,” he says with confidence. “Follow me, right 
this way. I’ll have you inside in a moment,” he adds, jingling 
a heavy key ring. 


CHAPTER THREE 


Aww 


I feel a lump at the back of my throat once I’m alone, I 
always have a delayed reaction when people like Angela 
Fitzner or anyone like her have a go at me. 


I spend too much time after the fact, rehearsing in my mind 
what I should have said instead of doing nothing at all. 


I resign myself to getting busy, putting up the damned tree. 
Rather, trying to keep it straight while I start to decorate it. 


Before I do anything, I make sure there are no crowds out 
on the street, don’t want anybody staring at me trying to 
squeeze into this tiny display window. 


I manage to get the tree in, and then I grab the boxes of 
decorations, bending down to start to sort through them. 


My rear end is facing the window, and I feel like someone’s 
suddenly there. 


I just know someone’s watching me. 


But instead of turning around, I feel frozen to the spot. Like 
I’ve been hypnotized or something. 


I feel just like I did when I saw Jack Cole’s email.. Like 
those powerful eyes are actually on me. 


Not making fun of me or being horrible like my boss, but 
getting off on watching me. 


As if someone, anyone would get off by looking at my 
behind. I don’t even want to see it, got rid of any full length 
mirrors years ago. 


But there it is, this feeling again. 


I feel dizzy from bending over for so long, and figure I’d 
better keep going with this tree. 


But don’t look out the window, you don’t want to ruin it. 


I feel my whole body go light and my hands start to shake. I 
feel so nervous but in the best way possible. 


I can see a shadow outside the window, out of the corner of 
my eye and it gives me a thrill in my heart, which I feel start 
to pound against my ribs. 


I feel like one of those exotic dancers that people pay 
money to see, like some sort of peep show. 


I gasp and moan softly, almost in disbelief I could feel so 
horny so readily. Feeling more of that sensation, like his 
eyes have become hands. Hands I put mine over as I guide 
his to just the right spot- 


Don’t you dare look! 


Shifting the boxes, I bend forward this time, catching just a 
glimpse of a tall, dark, and very handsome stranger in a 
long coat. 


I can’t make out his features at a glance which I can’t help, 
but I can’t help putting the mental picture of Jack Cole over 
it either. 


I find what I need in the box anyway, the large Angel 
figurine which will go on top of the tree. I start with it first, 
making it easier to hang all the other crap on the thing 
afterward. 


I’m not a fan of Christmas by the way, never have been, I’ve 
always spent it alone that I can remember. I thought this 
year would be different, but it’s always the same. Work and 
then usually two weeks off with New Year and nothing to do 
except being on my own feeling miserable. 


I can’t help smiling to myself though, imagining this dark, 
mysterious stranger to be the man of my latest and possibly 
only fantasy I’ve ever had my whole life. 


The only one that makes me feel like this any way that’s for 
sure. 


Feeling my thighs press together as I climb the ladder 
again, I gasp louder, feeling something inside me catch, 
making me pant loudly. 


Biting down on my lip, I want it. 
I want him, Jack Cole. 


The real one, not the mental image or the photo from his 
email. 


I want him deep inside me, more than anything. 


I guess I could say, apart from keeping my job, he’s all I 
want for Christmas. 


There’s not a lot to be sexy about me standing on a ladder, 
and after a while, I can’t resist. 


I cave in. 
I look over to the window. 


The light snow is getting heavier and there are a few people 
walking on the other side of the street. 


Did I just imagine the whole thing, and is it kind of hot in 
here? 


I try to relax enough to blow out the air I’ve been holding 
in. 


But another part of me feels like something else has really 
just passed me by. 


Like a big chance, I don’t even know about. 


Walking past an old suitcase in the street that has a million 
dollars in it kind of feeling. 


I try to sit down on the steps of the ladder, but the ass I 
thought someone was so hot for won’t fit and as I try to 
stand up, I take it and the stupid Christmas tree with me. 


With both hands trying to get free of the ladder, I end up 
spinning around, knocking the tree over and falling face- 
first on top of it. 


The ladder still stuck to my ass. 


“Dammit,” I growl, fighting to get free from the stinky Fir 
tree and stuck ladder. 


It feels like my arms are caught up in the branches until I 
feel fingers lock around my elbows. 


“Easy. Easy.” 


My body tenses up as hands loosen their grip, slide over 
mine and help me up. 


Disengaging me from everything and lifting me up as if I 
was made of paper like those decorations spilled 
everywhere. 


I have to blink a little because it looks like... It really is... 
It’s him. 


“Are you alright?” he asks, helping me free of everything 
but his own grip, those powerful hands that feel like oiled 
wheels on a perfectly straight track now. 


Coming to me, or is it me coming to him? 
I feel my legs going out from under me, feeling fainting. 


“T got you,” he says firmly, a hand gripping my waist and 
pulling me closer to him. 


So close I feel his hard body through his coat. 
Feel his breath on my face as he hitches me up. 
It’s warm. Like spring. 

Everything about him is strong, his arms, his coat. 


He smells like the woods mixed with something spicy, 
almost sweet. 


With an undertone of something else, which I can only 
interpret as the smell of a real man. 


I feel my eyes rolling back, fluttering in time with that space 
where my heart used to be. 


“Oh no, you don’t!” he orders me, pinching both my cheeks 
in one of his hands, leaning down closer. 


So close I can see myself reflected in his eyes. 


Those eyes. 


“T just got you, don’t wanna lose you now, do I?” he says, 
smiling. 


His smile gives me permission to melt into him, which I do. 


Not even needing to wait for his introduction. 


CHAP TER FOUR 


J ack 


“T’m Jack,” I tell her. “A-and I’ve got you... You’re all mine 


n 


now. 


I hear myself stammer a little, something I haven’t done 
since I was a kid. 


God, did I ever really do that? I did. I must've been a 
teenager. 


But there’s something about her that makes the words 
hard, but so easy at the same time. 


“You’re all mine,” I tell her again, whispering as my face 
falls close to her ear. 


I’ve caught a few fainters in my time, usually shareholders 
or business moguls who swoon at the sudden loss or gain of 
a few million. A billion usually does it. 


But with her, it’s different. And instantly. 


It’s like... Coming home. 


Sounds silly, I know. But that’s just what catching her in my 
arms feels like just now. 


Something I’ve never known, and yet something it feels like 
I’ve known her my whole life. 


“Who are you?” I ask her, finding my best commanding 
tone. Needing to know now. Jack Cole doesn’t leap before 
he looks. 


Or does he? 


“I’m Avery,” she says dreamily, her clear blue eyes finally 
settling on mine. 


“Jack?’ she almost whimpers, sinking deeper into me and 
making me groan out loud. 


Something I didn’t want to do on the first meeting. But 
hearing her say my name is like a key springing open a lock. 


That heart of mine that’s lay rusting for years. 


I also know there’s an office full of employees waiting 
outside just past that narrow doorway. 


“Let’s get you to sit down someplace?” I suggest, noting the 
tremor in my voice as I take her out, back into the office. 


A cheer erupts, and there’s applause and what looks like 
about a hundred people or more, all crammed into the 
ground floor workspace. 


Some lurid creature launches herself at me, followed by the 
district manager who I recognize. 


“Fetch this young lady a seat, will you?” I ask the district 
manager, sitting her down and holding up both hands with 
a smile I reserve for public appearances. 


God, how I hate a crowd. 


But the secret’s out I guess. Probably the security guard. 
Never mind. 


Money walks and then money talks. 


“Jack?” she murmurs from behind me, and despite all 
introductions, I’m on my knees in front of her. 


“Hang on, will you? Just hang on a minute.” 


There are calls for 911 from some of the employees, but I 
wave them off. 


“Just needs a little air, I think. A bit overwhelmed,” I 
announce, standing up again and straightening my tie 
under my coat, which I shed and hand to someone without 
looking. 


There’s always someone waiting to serve. 


I think it’s that terrible doll-like woman again, but I’m that 
man now, aren’t I? 


This girl though. 


What am I doing? I want nothing more than her and me 
alone again. 


Best make this short and sweet. 


“Tve paid a surprise visit,” I nearly shout above the murmur 
to get them all quiet, “To confirm everything I said in my 
memo to you all.” 


The crowd erupts with Christmas cheers. 


Holidays safe. Jobs secure. I actually feel their relief. It 
means something. 


It means I have a company I can build from the ground up. 


People actually care for once. That’s great. 


Trouble is, I only care about her. And the aching bulge in 
my pants isn’t going to go unnoticed for much longer either. 


I need to get her alone. Need to rethink my whole plan 
coming down here. 


“I came down to introduce myself, see how you all are, and 
to... uh...” 


Should’ve really thought this through a little better. 


I feel my stammer starting up, but something behind me, 
someone has their hand flat on my lower back. 


I know it’s her. 


“I came down here, to also announce a Christmas bonus for 
every casual and part-time employee... to help you through 
the season,” I manage finally with confidence. 


There are a few murmurs from obvious salaried staff, 
maybe pissed they don’t get a bonus too. 


“Those of you on salaried positions will find an extra few 
dollars as well and the option to have more time off over the 
break if you need it,” I continue, totally on the fly and 
noticing the district manager wincing as he realizes it’s 
gonna be him and his office that will have to make all this 
happen, most likely. 


rll make it up to him. 


The excitement and enthusiasm in the room gives me the 
perfect chance to move both my hands towards the district 
manager, turning all attention to him while I slip away with 
my bonus, whoever she is. 


“All yours... Jason” I finally blurt, recalling his name from a 
meet and greet a few weeks back, when we were eyeballing 
the takeover. 


He gives me a sour look which brightens once all eyes turn 
to him and I mouth the words ‘I owe you one’. 


My trademark point and wink works and in seconds I’ve 
snatched my coat from the thing from a wax museum and 
grabbed my real interest by the wrist, pulling her behind 
me towards an exit. 


“Where’s your office?” I ask her once I find the foyer, 
heading for the elevators. 


Feeling her tense up behind me, I turn to see what’s wrong. 


Her eyes tell me everything, her hand pulling back on mine 
makes me stop. 


“T just thought...” I start to say, but she’s shaking her head. 


“Pm just a secretary,” she says, wincing and looking behind 
her, waiting for someone or something to come after her. 


“Not anymore you're not,” I tell her firmly, and with a 
gentle tug as I smile, she yields to me. 


The first time of many, I hope. 


“Where are we going?” she asks, smiling finally as my grip 
on her eases but doesn’t let up. 


“Wherever we can be alone,” I tell her, inviting her with a 
glance to select a floor from the elevator panel. 


Thinking for a moment, she presses a floor and within 
seconds I feel us both moving up and away from the crowd I 
really have no mind to work with right now. 


The only person I want is right here, so close but still so far 
away as I feel her slipping from my grip. 


“T should’ve-” I start to say, but her coy smile lets me know 
it’s alright. 


She’s shivering. Nerves or cold? 


I can’t help but notice her thick nipples still probing her 
blouse, and checking my own arousal I feel like it’s time to 
keep myself covered with my coat over my crotch. 


We both exhale a little, and I realize she’s not the only one 
who’s a little nervous as the bell pings. 


“Where we headed?” I ask her. 


She makes a face. “Big boss’s floor, he’s on holiday,” she 
adds. 


I make a mental note. 


District manager here, full staff working days out from 
Christmas eve and yet, big boss... 


“Big Boss?” I ask her, confused. 
“Dane Jennings, heir to the Jennings-” 
I make a loud sound, nodding my head. 


The guy we just bought out. His whole life’s a fucking 
holiday as if a few hundred million will make a difference. 


“So why here?” I ask, noting my own excitement now 
instead of nervousness in my voice. 


“Why don’t you tell me?” she says, turning away and finding 
the thick brass handrail by the floor to ceiling windows that 
span the whole floor. 


Oh, I like her. 
I like her a lot. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Aww 


“I like to come up here sometimes, to get away,” I tell him. 


It really felt like he wanted to take me someplace, but I 
realize quickly, like me, he just wanted to get away. So I 
brought us here. 


Where nobody ever really comes. 


It’s old, the only floor of the whole building they left 
untouched; the only place I feel like nothing can touch me. 


It smells of cigars, leather, and wood. The oak paneling on 
the walls and the heavy leather furniture, along with the 
sheer age of the place gives it a feeling that matches the 
view. 


A view I like to try and imagine from another time, another 
place. 


“Its beautiful,” is the only thing I can add, too nervous to 
face him, but I feel his presence coming closer behind me. 


“It certainly is,” he says softly, stopping inches behind me, 
making me shudder again as I feel his power, his size. 


His presence. 


“Do you like older things?” he asks, his voice like the cigars 
and leather of antiquity in the air. 


“I adore old things,” I gush, turning suddenly and 
practically falling right into him again. 


I feel his hands clap over mine, keeping me close, and I can 
see he’s been watching me the whole time, not the view or 
the old things. 


“T’m an old thing,” he murmurs, and I feel myself shiver 
again under his touch, forcing me to look away. 


I can’t believe any of this is even real anymore. 


“Do you like me?” he probes further, keeping a hold of me 
again, and I know he won’t let go until I give him an answer. 


“T... I don’t even know you,” I tell him, lying. 


Wishing he’d just move those strong hands onto my hips, 
pull me close and damned well kiss me with his sultry 
mouth. 


He lets out a low sound, almost disappointed, but when I 
finally have the courage to look into his eyes, I see them, 
blazing with curiosity. 


“Then we’ll have to take care of that,” he says, cocking a 
brow and letting my hands fall from his as he turns around 
and opens his arms wide. 


Taking in the whole space around him. 


“T like this too,” he says. “Old school. Y’know? I might just 
move my own office, right up here,” he says to himself 


before his eyes dance back to mine. 
I try to hold it, but I can’t. 


Something about the man is just too much. Like I don’t 
deserve his attention, but another part of me is so... needy 
and wants him right now. 


Since I first felt his eyes on me downstairs. 


“Can we get in here?” he asks me, those eyes lighting up 
with new curiosity as he makes his way to some heavy oak 
doors, which he pushes open, whistling to himself. 


“Beautiful indeed,” he says loudly, tilting his head to the 
ceiling as I trot closer behind him, reminding myself he 
owns this place now. He can do and go where he wants. 


I hope that includes me. 


“Our new boardroom, too,” he mumbles, starting to rub his 
hands as he struts around, making the space his own just by 
being in it as well as owning it. 


“T only ever look out of the windows,” I announce, sounding 
guilty. Wishing I’d had the courage to snoop around more 
myself now. 


“Jennings kept this whole floor, just as it was?” he muses, 
running his hands over the leather chairs. “Yet he screwed 
up to the ground on his price-” 


“T think if they keep so much of the building as original, it 
maintains a heritage listing,” I tell him without thinking, 
remembering the tax information I handled when the 
building was up for renewal for heritage status not long 
ago. 


Jack lets out another low sound and turning towards me, his 
smile broadens. 


“You’re aS smart as you are beautiful,” he announces, 
making me blush and look at my feet again. 


“T mean it, Avery,” he says, coming closer and lifting my chin 
with his finger. 


“Coming here today, I wanted to meet the new company... 
the new staff. I had no idea I’d meet someone as special as-” 


“Oh, Mr. Cole? Mister Cole,” a voice calls out, the clip clip of 
thin heels cutting through our moment. 


Cutting through my one chance. 


“I thought you said this place was deserted,” he says slyly, 
winking at me before shrugging a little and then leaning in. 


He leans in so close, I can feel the warmth of his mouth 
near mine, “Hold that thought,” he whispers, and I feel my 
legs starting to buckle as I sigh. 


“Mr. Cole!” 
My sigh becomes a quiet groan as I recognize her voice. 
Those heels. 


That damned perfume as she gets closer without me even 
having to look to know it’s her. 


I swear this woman’s out to ruin me. 
Angela Fitzner. 


“Mr. Cole? Now, where did you get to?” she asks, sounding 
like an old mother hen more than an employee. 


She clips over, ignoring me while trying to push me out of 
the way and taking Jack’s arm in hers. 


“You ran away from us. Mr. Cole and we never got to be 
properly-” 


Jack disengages himself with a swift movement and his face 
clouds over. 


“Who are you?” he finally asks with an air of disbelief, 
scanning her like she’s some sort of acid rain come down to 
piss on our parade. 


Without even missing a beat, and not minding the brush off 
either, she introduces herself. 


“Angela Fitzner. I’m head of accounting, down on the 
ground floor,” she tells him like it should impress him. 


Jack’s mouth’s open slightly and his eyes almost roll but 
look to mine with a couple of subtly raised brows. 


Like he knows we’re in the presence of a freaking lunatic. 
“Angela?” Jack asks, as though he’s dealing with a child. 
Her eyes flutter and she thrusts her chest out. 


“Tm in a meeting right now, and you’re interrupting. If it’s 
life or death, call 911. Otherwise...” he says, trailing off and 
making a little walking movement with his fingers in the air 
in front of her. 


She follows them with her eyes, watching them lead to the 
door she just came through. 


I’ve never seen Angela speechless, but instead of pulling 
her talking doll cord, Jack’s just gone and ripped it out and 
tossed it to the cat. 


Her eyes narrow on mine and she almost says something, 
but thinking better of it she turns on her heel and clips out 
of the room. 


CHAP TER SIX 


J ack 


“Please tell me not everyone here is like her?” I ask Avery, 
who looks as stunned as the Angela doll but ends up smiling 
then laughing. 


“Who is she again?” I ask her, glad to see her smiling for 
once. 


“She’s my boss,” Avery says, looking embarrassed now. 


I cock my brow, fighting the urge to grab her and pull her 
closer. 


“T’m your boss now, Avery,” I remind her, and I feel my dick 
twitch as she shivers a breath in, hugging her elbows over 
that chest of hers. 


She looks up at me, her clear blue eyes filled with one 
thing, picking up where we left off. 


I want to, I really do. 


But I also want to get to know Avery. I need to make sure 
I’m not imagining things either. 


Just because Jack Cole is a man who knows what he wants, 
doesn’t mean he can just take it without asking first. 


I need her to want me as much as I want her. 


She said she adores old things, Jack. Not, ‘I want you to 
take me over this leather chair.’ 


She goes quiet and despite my not wanting to spook her, I 
just have to know. 


“So... You don’t have a boyfriend, married?” I ask, wincing 
internally but like I said, I need to know. 


Avery looks a little hurt, almost like I’m one of ‘them,’ the 
people trying to tease her. 


“T’m just asking,” I tell her quickly. 


“And you?” she retorts with just a hint of venom instead of 
an answer. “I suppose you could have any girl you want?” 


No one’s ever put it to me quite like that. Most people who 
work for me wouldn’t dare, I guess. 


I feel her little stab of hurt, ‘cause she’s given me one of my 
own. 


“I don’t have anyone, Avery. I didn’t mean to upset you by 
asking, I just-” 


That awkward silence again. 


Awkward because each of our brains is boiling over with 
thoughts and ideas about the other, I can just feel it. 


Then why won’t she just say so? 


There must be someone else, why else would she get so 
defensive. She’s so hot, I’m guessing it’s her who could 
have any guy she wanted. 


Sometimes, not often, I get taken down a peg. Jack Cole 
realizes he’s not a man of steel after all, and he has a large 
soft spot, right about where his heart is. 


I never let it show, but I guess now is one of those times I 
feel like life has called me to heel. 


I just assumed Avery would feel the same way I do. 
I guess I was- 


“I don’t have anyone either,” she says quietly, almost 
sighing as she turns away, walking back out to look out the 
huge windows. Across the frozen city that hugs an icy coast. 


That sore spot in my chest? It just bloomed into something 
magical. 


The magic words I’ve longed to hear from her, but could 
she, would she really feel the same way I do about her? 


An older guy and someone half his age. Could she really fall 
in love with someone old enough to be her- 


I can’t even bring myself to think the word, let alone say it. 
The only father I want to be is to our own children. 


There, I said it. The sight of her, within a few minutes and I 
already want to fill her with my seed, not just my dick. 


It’s not just for fun, it’s because I just know she’s the one. 
The one girl on this earth I’ve waited my whole life for and 
we can have the perfect family as well as the perfect life... if 
only she'll say yes. 


If only she’ll be mine. 


But she has to want it. 


“Do you always work Christmas too?” I ask her, changing 
the subject, and feel myself satisfied when she stabs a nod. 


“Every year, Thanksgiving too. Every holiday.” 


I’m the same, but it’s not unusual for a CEO to be on call 
24/7 every day of the year. Kinda have to be in my business. 


But the thought of Avery alone. 
Without me. 
That’s a problem we need to fix. 


And maybe something I need to look at too. How much time 
do I need to spend staring at a computer screen, when I 
could be gazing into her eyes? Showing her things, pleasing 
her, and spoiling her. 


“Avery?” I ask her, suddenly noticing how quickly she looks 
up again, waiting for me to say something. 


“How would you like to help me arrange a Christmas party, 
for the whole building? All the staff. What do they call it? A 
Secret Santa? We can have gifts, that tree you were 
wrestling with, the whole bit.” 


She makes a face, the kind I make whenever anyone 
mentions Christmas. 


“What happened to holding that thought?” she asks, 
pouting, looking down and away again like I’ve already 
forgotten. 


I feel my heart go again like someone’s flicked a switch and 
set it pounding into my ribs as my mind spins. 


I’d ask her to repeat what she just said, but I don’t want to, 
just in case, I’m dreaming. 


“Oh, I still have that thought,” I confess, and going out ona 
limb I tell her. 


“T just wasn’t sure you shared the same thought.” 


Her face flushes hot and I feel my palms getting wet, my 
mouth going dry. All the blood in my body seems to be 
gravitating someplace I haven’t felt so hard in years. 


“I want you, Avery,” I stammer, reigning in my words as I 
latch onto my true feelings for her. “But I need you to want 
me too, to make it right.” 


“Then why don’t you? I thought you were gonna,” she says 
absently, her eyes getting misty as she starts to sway a little. 


“Because when I do, I know I won’t be able to stop. It’s all 
or nothing Avery, I’m not making this up,” I tell her, moving 
a few steps closer. 


She whimpers, her body breaking down into a swoon before 
I can grab her gives me her answer. 


“Say it,” I demand gently. “Tell me you want this. Tell me 
you want... me. Tell me you’ll be mine and nobody else’s.” 


Feeling her soft chest against me, her hands in mine, her 
head pumping as she moans something. 


“Mr. Cole.” 


“It’s Jack,” I remind her. “And you can practice that name a 
little louder all you want,” I tell her, leaning down and 
pressing my mouth over hers. 


CHAP TER SEVEN 


Aww 


One minute I’m wondering just how many women Jack Cole 
has, the next, he’s commanding me to be his only. 


His lips over mine is a start, a start of some magic healing 
between myself, the universe, and Jack of course. 


I won’t throw myself at anyone, or so I’d thought. But with 
Jack Cole, with his serious intentions, his honesty. 


I know it’s right. The look in his eyes when he told me he’s 
alone, just like me. 


I’d be a fool to deny him and more of one to deny myself the 
pleasure of his touch some more. 


But he wants much more, I can feel it. 


My excitement is also anxiety. I’ve never kissed anyone in 
my whole life, let alone a man like Jack Cole. 


Sensing this, I feel him pull back just a little. Enough to give 
me some air. 


My head’s still nodding. I’m trying to tell him. But it’s 
useless. Under his firm grasp, I’m a leaf in the wind. 


I can barely hold my mouth open so he can kiss it, moaning 
softly as his tongue gently finds its way to mine. 


On instinct, and the feelings I have for him, our mouths and 
our bodies melt into each other. 


No further explanation required. 


My hands run up his flat, hard stomach. I can feel the 
outline of his muscled ab’s through his shirt, making me 
moan harder. 


His feet gently push mine apart, drawing a new sound from 
me as I feel my pussy open, and my legs wide for him, his 
hands, which I feel working their way onto my mound with 
the same increasing intensity of his tongue in my mouth. 


He groans too, and I can sense his own arousal, long before 
I lay a hand to it myself. 


A thick, throbbing line in his pants. Like all of him. Hard and 
intense, but with such an edge of give to it I only want to 
touch him all over. And without his clothes in the way. 


Suddenly clinging to each other, we have a new and 
unspoken agreement to find someplace soft and very 
private. 


“Where’s his office?” Jack asks, lifting me off my feet and 
into his arms. 


I can only nod my head towards a huge pair of wooden 
doors before my own gasps take me over completely. 


Jack’s strength is obvious, and he lifts me up like I weigh 
nothing in his huge arms. 


I’ve never been in Dane Jennings’s office, and by the looks, 
neither has he for a while. 


Like the rest of the top floor, it’s old school. Heavy furniture, 
old books, and cigar smoke etched into the woodwork. A 
snapshot from a bygone era. 


It’s clean though, and in seconds Jack’s kicked the door 
closed, locked it, and has me laid out on a huge Chesterfield 
couch whose leather creaks under us, mixing with our 
breath as he eases me out of my blouse and then my pants. 


I can hear myself, feel myself trying to speak, but his hands 
on me and mine in his hair leave me breathless. 


It’s all the feelings I had when I first saw him and more, 
times a thousand as his thick fingers waste no time in 
peeling my sodden panties to one side. His whole body 
pushing my legs wider apart as he leans forward on his 
knees in front of me. 


Before he even does what I want him to so badly, I feel it 
starting up inside me somewhere. 


My whole body starts to shake, and I whimper his name as I 
feel it all coming loose. 


This effect he has on me, drawing it out of me like music in 
a song. 


“Oh, not yet, Avery,” he orders. “You'll come when I’m done 
with you and not a moment before.” His voice rumbles 
between my legs. 


Instead of making me loose control, it seems to balance 
everything, setting things straight so he can get to work. 


Pleasuring me like I know he wants to so badly. 


His whole mouth over me, like it was over my mouth sends 
me bucking against him straight away. 


Both his huge hands take hold of my ass cheeks and he 
drives the hot wetness of his mouth over my center, making 
me squirm and thrust in time with his tongue as it enters 
me. 


His low groans of satisfaction send new shockwaves right 
through me, reaching places I never even knew existed 
inside me, making me moan louder and feel that climax 
looming quicker again. 


Jack senses it, and it pleases him, but I know he wants to 
pleasure me some more and so I lose myself in tracing my 
hands through his hair, feeling his shoulders under my 
knees when I hook my legs over them. 


I can feel my chest heaving under my bra, and once Jack 
starts to tug at me, pulling my whole body with his strength 
with each bucking of my own hips, one of the girls lets 
herself free. 


Jack’s hand automatically reaches up, without even looking. 
He owns every inch of me just from his touch and senses a 
new avenue of pleasure soon. 


His thick fingers circle my stiff nipple, right at the same 
moment his teeth gently scrape my swollen clit. 


Taking Jack’s advice, and without even meaning to, I hear 
my own voice rising as if it’s far away. 


Like I’m calling out to him in the middle of a storm. 
Starting to call his name until I’m practically screaming it. 


Just when I don’t think I can take anymore when it feels like 
I’m about to burst. 


I guess I kind of do. 


My whole body tightens, and my head jerks back as I grab 
handfuls of his hair. 


His groan is a growl now, and his tongue savoring my 
essence as I feel myself shudder to an intense climax. 


His hands that are so strong become so gentle as it washes 
over me. Tracing his fingers and gently using his mouth to 
ease me through until the end of what has to be the single 
most powerful experience of my life so far. 


Lifting himself up and using one strong arm to prop himself 
up, he kisses me again. 


Tasting myself on him, along with his own arousal is 
exciting, but I panic. 


“Pm... I’m a virgin,” I blurt out, pressing my palms flat 
against his chest, shaking my head as though it’s the worst 
thing in the world. 


He looks confused for a second, but then smiles and finally 
chuckles to himself. 


Feeling my hands pressing harder against him. Pushing him 
away, I tell him I shouldn’t be here, that I have to go. 


He moves off me, letting me grab my clothes, but I can tell 
he’s as stunned as much as I’m dying to go and I don’t even 
know why. 


“Avery, wait,” he calls after me, just before I reach the door, 
having pulled on my clothes as best I can. 


But I don’t look back after I unlock the door and pull it 
open. 


I know I’m going to regret this, but I just don’t know what 
else to do. 


“Avery,” Jack calls out, one last time before I reach the 
stairs, hustling down three flights before I take an elevator 
back down to the bottom floor. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


J ack 


What the fuck just happened? 
What the hell was that? 


If I was anywhere else, I’d be shouting for someone, 
demanding to explain what that was all about. 


A part of me wants to chase after her, make her explain. 


But what good would that do? I thought she wanted me, she 
got to second base and bailed. 


Simple. 

You lose Jack boy, you can’t have it your way all the time. 

I stand in the doorway for a while, staring at the empty 
space between the office and the closed stairwell door. The 
echo of the heavy door still ringing in my ears by the time I 


close the office door and slump down into the large leather 
chair behind the desk. 


Everything’s old here, but there are modern telephones, 
USB ports, and a drawer full of remotes. A TV in the 
paneling that sort of thing. 


I wanted to have my office here, move the whole operation 
to this building. 


But what now? 
None of it means anything without her. Without Avery. 


Growling, I stand up and start to pace, replaying everything 
in my mind over and over, double-checking I didn’t do or 
say the wrong thing. 


“T just don’t get it,” I shout, holding both hands up and 
shaking my fists in the air. 


Well, there’s no point in chasing her if she’s upset. I don’t 
want to make things worse, whatever it is I’ve done I don’t 
want to add to it. 


Navigating the little switchboard of the phone, I manage to 
get a hold of Jason, the district manager. 


He’s obviously good at what he does, and his first questions 
are all about what I want him to do next. 


I like that attitude, taking directions but trusting enough to 
be left alone with them. 


But my own mind... my own heart has its own agenda. 


“Where’s Avery?” I bark at him, listening while he tries to 
decide what to say. 


I realize too, I don’t even know her last name. 


“Well?” I almost shout at him. “She was in the front display 
window, putting up that tree. Where is she?” I ask him 
again, feeling my panic rise for some reason. 


“Uh. Avery Patterson? She’s umm, she’s cleaning out her 
desk, Sir. I thought you’d let her go.” 


It’s a terrible sound that comes from me. Whatever I’ve 
done, or whatever she even thinks I’ve done, I vow to never 
let this happen again. 


Not with Avery, she’s too... She’s everything to me. 
I know that now. 


“Pm coming down there, Jason. Make sure Avery doesn’t 
leave. Have her wait in an office or someplace quiet, will 
you?” I finally manage. “I’ll need to go over a couple of 
things with you as well, but for now let’s just-” 


He interrupts me. “She’s leaving. I just saw her walk by.” 


“Then stop her dammit,” I yell, and slamming the phone 
down, I bound out of the office to the elevators, stabbing at 
buttons until one can take me down. 


It’s the longest elevator ride of my life, and I struggle to 
keep my composer. 


I know the whole office is going to be watching my every 
move. But right now, none of that hardly seems to matter. 


I just want Avery back. I can’t let her leave. Not without 
seeing her first. 


To my amazement, once I step out into the foyer, glancing 
into the office. Everyone’s at work. 


The cubicles are all filled, with heads down and the quiet 
murmur of follow up phone calls, sales calls. 


Business as usual. 


I spot Jason, sweating by his office door and I motion him to 
come down to me. 


“I have Ms. Patterson in a meeting room, this way, Sir,” he 
chimes quietly, the perfect professional. 


No questions, only doing what he’s told. And I can see 
despite the announcements, it’s still business as usual. 


Pausing at the meeting room door, I grab his shoulder. 
“Good work, Jason...” 


I don’t know his last name either. 


“Riggs, Sir. Jason Riggs,” he informs me, and I smile when I 
take his hand in mine. 


“District manager?” I ask and he nods. 


“We’ll see about that,” I tell him. “Let’s just see what Santa 
brings, huh?” 


“Yes Sir,” he almost shouts with enthusiasm as I let myself 
into the small meeting room. 


Its stuffy. Cramped and ‘modern.’ Nothing like the 
ambiance of the top floor. 


Avery’s hugging her elbows, eyes down and shivering. 


A box of what I assume is her work desk possessions in 
front of her. 


I decide to try a different tact. Instead of scaring her to 
death by proclaiming my feelings, I think we really do need 
to get to know one another better first. 


I’m not the easiest man to get along with. At least that’s 
what I overhear when people aren’t kissing my ass. 


“Avery?” I ask gently, waiting until her eyes are on mine. 
“Let’s start over, okay? I don’t think you really want to quit 


your job do you?” I ask her. 
I’m relieved when she shakes her head. 


“And I don’t think you want to walk out without talking 
things over with me either,” I venture, hoping it’s not too 
much. 


But she shakes her head again, gnaws on her lip, and starts 
to fidget with her hands, looking flushed and hot now 
instead of shivering cold. 


As if the ice being broken is enough to give us both some 
more of that heat I sure know I felt upstairs just now. 


“Whatever I did, Avery... however I upset you,” I start to 
say, but I know I’m wrong when her lip starts to quiver. 


When she buries her face in her hands. 


Hands I rush over to take into mine as I kneel down in front 
of her. 


“Its not you, Jack. It’s me,” she sobs. “All my life I’ve only 
had people tell me how I should lose weight, how I’d be 
prettier if I just did this or did that... but it’s always about 
my size,” she huffs, tears streaming down her cheeks. 


Tears I want to catch with my lips, but I know she’s got so 
much to say. 


I have no idea what she’s talking about. She’s perfect as far 
as I can tell, but I do know from some light reading that 
even the most attractive people have problems with their 
own beauty. 


Her weight? 


She’s the perfect size for me. I’m over six four and have 
hands bigger than hams. Stick thin, skeletal women, like 


that boss of hers, Angela. I’ve never understood that whole 
look. They look unwell or something, so thin and fragile. 


“But, Avery,” I tell her gently, risking brushing back some of 
her hair. “You’re the most amazing girl I’ve ever seen. I 
wasn’t kidding when I said I want you. Want you to want 
me,” I tell her. 


“Look at me,” I challenge her. “I’m forty, going gray, and 
probably have more wrinkles than you’ll ever have,” I kind 
of lie. 


My own skincare regime is merciless. 


The grays I can tolerate, but I do spend a lot of time 
keeping my skin looking fresh. It gives me an unspoken 
edge in the board room. 


But Avery? She’s perfect, all over. I know that now. I can 
still taste her on my breath to thank god. Waiting for the 
moment she’ll let me do it all over again. 


“You’re not mad I didn’t go all the way?” she sniffs, half- 
laughing to herself once she can see how worried I am 
about her. 


“No,” I tell her honestly, kissing her hands. “We can go as 
fast or slow as you want, just for god’s sake, don’t run away 
like that again. You'll give me a heart attack.” 


CHAPTER NINE 


Aww 


Jack’s so sweet about everything. It’s as though I didn’t act 
like a lunatic at all, and he’s just so worried that he did 
something wrong. 


That couldn’t be further from the truth. 


My center still aches for him, still quivered and twitched the 
whole way as I ran away back down to the office. Thinking 
that he wouldn’t like me if I didn’t put out a hundred 
percent. 


I just got overwhelmed, scared. 
Not scared of Jack though. Far from it. 


As soon as I see him come into the room, I know I’ve been 
an idiot, and that he forgives me because there’s nothing to 
forgive. 


If he’s forty and showing his age with some silver 
highlights, I guess I’m showing mine by jumping the gun 
emotionally. 


But who can blame me? The effect he has on me. What he’s 
made me feel in just a few minutes of knowing him really. 


Jack stands, reaching for a box of Kleenex which he slides 
over. 


There’s a loud knock at the door, and before he can even 
give an answer to match the sudden look of disgust on his 
face, a familiar face appears around the door frame. 


I watch Jack’s whole body tense up like he has to control his 
reflexes. 


God damned Angela Fitzner. 
I can almost hear Jack growling her name in anger himself. 


“Mr. Cole... I couldn’t help but overhear you talking with 
Jason just now. A position in management might be 
opening? Just letting you know, I’m available should you 
want to discuss the matter further.” 


Without a word and in one step, Jack removes her hand 
from the door frame before slamming it and locking it. 


He jerks a thumb towards the door. “Am I firing her?” he 
asks me, and I know he’ll do whatever I say when it comes 
to that woman. 


I think for a moment, wanting to feel the satisfaction of 
watching the blade drop on that witch. 


But I can’t. 
It’s Christmas. 


“Maybe not fire her,” I tell Jack, wincing a little, but 
transmitting the thought that he could do something else 
instead. 


“We'll see then,” he says firmly. “But if she interrupts me, 
Us, one more time, she’s out. I should have said so, maybe 
you can send her a memo?” he asks me absently. 


“Me?” I ask, astonished. 


“Well, yeah. If you’re going to be my new personal assistant, 
I’ll need you to do somethings some of the time. But not 
that much,” he adds, a sly grin forming as his eyes scan my 
chest. 


“That is if you’ll have me?” he asks. 


“You want me to be your assistant?” I ask, sounding like a 
star-struck teenager more than a corporate professional. 


And I can tell Jack likes that. 


“To start with,” he says, cocking a brow. “I know what I 
want Avery, I already told you. And while you make up your 
mind just when you want to fill that role you can be my 
assistant, alright?” 


I nod my head furiously, getting up and wanting to go and 
hug him, but thinking maybe I shouldn’t. 


“Can assistants hug?” I ask him sheepishly, almost crying 
again once I feel his huge arms around me, holding me 
close to him while he rubs my back. 


“We can do whatever you want, whenever you want,” he 
says, and I feel his lips kiss the top of my head. The charge 
it sends down my spine makes me shiver all over again as I 
clutch him tighter. Vowing to myself to never run away from 
him again, to stay close, and to give myself to him heart, 
body, and soul when I know the moment’s right. 


“Okay,” Jack announces, keeping a firm grip on me as he 
explains a few things. 


“T guess hanging off each other in front of other staff isn’t a 
great idea just yet, might get ‘em jealous,” he whispers low 
into my ear. 


“And, we also have a lot to organize. I’d suggest we get 
started on this Secret Santa party,” he muses aloud. 


I know it’s not a good look for Jack if he’s suddenly got me 
on his arm after being here for just a few hours, but I do 
feel a little confused. 


“How will it work? I mean, us and me being your assistant?” 
I ask him, wondering aloud to myself more than anything. 


“It'll work,” he assures me. “Let’s get the ball rolling on this 
staff party, and I’ll have a word with Jason about the 
bonuses which he can request from HQ. Then there’s the 
matter of moving the whole operation over here,” he adds, 
pressing a finger to his lips as he starts to pace. 


His huge frame covering the small room in a couple of 
steps. 


“Moving?” I gasp, confused. 


“Sure,” he says firmly. “As soon as I saw that top floor, I 
knew that’s what I want. And I want you in it, with me,” he 
adds, smiling. 


“I’m a bit old fashioned, I guess. I like older things, solid 
things. Things that work. The top floor is a great change 
from that stupid glass box I have to sit in, all those plastic 
chairs. I don’t like it.” 


I couldn’t agree more, but looking up at the clock on the 
wall, I notice it’s getting late in the day, and Jack’s talking 
about stuff that would normally take weeks. Not an 
afternoon, even with overtime for the staff. 


“What’s the matter?” he asks, then following my eyes he 
notices the clock. 


“Oh, I see,” he notes and I nod apologetically. 


“That’s alright, I have an entire corporation at hand and 
plenty of overtime for anyone who wants it,” he says 
excitedly, reaching for the handset on the desk and after a 
few punches of some keys, gets my district manager again. 


“Jason? Come on in here, we have a lot to go over,” he says 
briskly before hanging up. 


Jack sits opposite me, clutching my hand in his, and tells me 
everything’s gonna be fine. 


“T need to talk things through with Jason, can you run your 
things upstairs?” he asks me, making me blink. 


“T thought I could stay here?” I ask him. 


“T want you all to myself, I guess,” he admits. “After all the 
interruptions so far, do you mind?” he asks again, a genuine 
look in his eyes. 


“But... how long will you be?” I ask, suddenly feeling I don’t 
want to be separated from Jack a minute longer. 


“TIl be along soon,” he says, nodding his head as his eyes 
run over me again. 


“You know more than I do about that top floor, go make it 
cozy enough for two,” he says firmly, and I feel myself shiver 
again. 


“Take a laptop up there, Ill have Jason authorize an 
expense account for you to start straightening things out up 
there.” 


I feel a tidal wave of apprehension. “But it’s Christmas,” I 
nearly gasp. “How will I-” I try to ask, but Jack’s waving it 


away with his hand. 


“Just plug in and play, Avery. Do what you think is right,” he 
says with absolute conviction. 


Leaning over the desk, he pecks me on the lips. “Trust me, 
okay? Like I trust you,” he says and I feel like I’ve suddenly 
slipped into another world. 


One I only ever dreamed of. 


“You can do, have, and be anything you want, Avery. As long 
as I get you all to myself, that’s the only catch,” Jack says, 
looking to me for approval, to which I nod fiercely. 


“Anything?” I ask. 


“Anything,” he says firmly. “Now go wait for me upstairs 
before I make a fool of myself down here.” 


“You'll really be mine, won’t you?” he asks before I reach 
the door. 


“T already am, Jack. Almost,” I blush and watch him do the 
same as we hold each other’s gaze for a moment. 


I pass my district manager, my old ‘big boss’ at the door, 
who seems just as excited as I am at the changes suddenly 
happening around here. 


Maybe my life is gonna turn out just fine after all. 
For all of us. 


Maybe it’s some sort of Christmas miracle. 


CHAPTER TEN 


J ack 


I watch her go with a heavy heart, but I know if things are 
going to be just right, I can’t have her in on every step and 
every secret surprise. 


She does know that top floor better than most, and I know 
she’ll do what’s needed to get it ship shape in no time. 


“I only had Avery pack her desk because she’ll be working 
under me now,” I tell Jason once he settles into a seat 
opposite me. 


“T also want to get going with my Secret Santa idea, a party 
for all the staff in the building, as well as have you put in a 
few requests to my head office. We’ll be moving things over 
here. The whole show,” I tell him, hearing him gulp. 


“And I want you to head that up. Starting today you’re in 
charge of those logistics. Our new chief of operations. Avery 
is my second in charge, got it?” I ask him. 


He nods, but I can see he’s not so sure about just one thing. 


“She’s my personal assistant, you get to run this place, I 
promise,” I tell him, giving him a look that reminds him he 
answers to me still. 


“We have a few hard-asses on the parent board, but they’re 
my problem. You do what you’re told, Jason and we’ll get 
along fine.” 


“And Avery?” he asks, a wistful look clouding his eye, 
already stepping over the mark I’ve just set. 


“I mean, I’ll take direction from her, as well as yourself, 
Sir?” 


“Precisely,” I inform him. 
“Anything she wants, anything she asks for, do it.” 


“And does my position entail the same... privilege?” he asks, 
making me frown. 


I didn’t think he was that ambitious. 


“We’ll draft all that when legal gets on board, for now, we’re 
just operating as conscientious employees, alright, Jason?” I 
assert. He readily agrees. 


“Now, I have an idea for a Secret Santa themed Christmas 
party, how soon can we make this happen?” I ask. “Can we 
arrange it all for say, tomorrow?” I ask him, noticing his 
determined look as he checks his watch, trusting he’s the 
right man for the job. 


“Absolutely, Mr. Cole. We kind of already had our own thing 
planned, before the staff break for Christmas. Just tell me 
what you need,” he says, parroting my own thoughts, 
almost making me wish I didn’t have to pretend it’s not only 
all for Avery. 


“Well, there’s the bonuses for casual staff... the same for 
salaried plus I think, an extra week’s leave, rotated for 
those who want to have time over the holidays versus the 
time we need here in the office,” I hear myself saying out 
loud, all the while only thinking about Avery, upstairs. 


Almost worrying about her up there all alone. 


“There is a time constraint, Mr. Cole. It’s almost the end of 
the day,” Jason asks nervously, and I have to agree. 


“Then we’d better get moving, bring in anyone you need to 
make it happen, I’ll put a call into my head office, I think. 
Best, given the situation.” 


“And the... rest of the team?” he asks, making me frown. 
“T mean, should they keep working?” he asks. 


“Oh, yes. Keep things as normal as possible. I want 
tomorrow to be as big a surprise as any,” I tell him, 
reminding myself just how surprising my own day’s panned 
out so far. 


“Tt is Christmas after all, isn’t it?” I ask him, thinking again 
of just one thing. 


Avery. 
Is it possible to be missing her already? I think I do. 


“Is there anything else, Sir?” he asks, making me smile at 
the most recent memory of her. 


“No. I trust you, Jason, make these things happen and 
greater things will happen for you,” I remind him. 


“Now, patch me through to HQ though, will ya? Right here,” 
I demand, tapping the hard plastic of the phone in front of 
us. 


Once I get through to accounts and finance, I give the 
heads up and personal approval for any and all additional 
payments from the new company. 


Jason shifts uneasily in his seat as I list off what I need to 
happen, including unlimited expense accounts for Avery 
and him. 


“The first one, link that to my own personal expenses,” he 
hears me Say, and his brow rises as I sign off. 


“Everything clear?” I ask, noting his expression and not 
having to struggle to read his mind. 


“Avery’s my new assistant,” I remind him. “My right hand 
now.” 


It gives me a thrill to say it out loud, to have her with me at 
work is a Start. 


Now, I just need to have her properly. And twenty-four 
seven. 


Jason makes some notes to himself on a pad, and I think 
again about what he said about the regular office party. 


“A tradition here?” I ask. “I mean, like the tree in the 
window, you always have a secret Santa, or is it just a 
regular office party?” 


He gives me the look I get when I realize how maybe I need 
to get out of my own office a little more often. 


“It’s pretty standard to have both a secret Santa and a 
Christmas party,” he says, politely trying not to offend me. 


I open my mouth to tell him how much I hate Christmas but 
think better of it. Because I might just like it now. 


I briefly smile and nod instead, glancing at the door. 


His cue to leave. 


Checking my own watch, I realize that time has flown. Most 
office workers a few days out from Christmas don’t want to 
work past the whistle. 


And as much as I used to hate Christmas. 


I have this sudden, warm fuzzy feeling inside when I think 
about the gift of giving when I pair it with the mental image 
of Avery. 


She’s got me. 


I don’t know if she knows it yet, or even if she’s done it on 
purpose, it doesn’t matter. 


I only know one thing for sure now, I have to have her. And 
for far longer than just a romp on a stuffy old leather couch. 


I think I have just enough time to make a few calls of my 
own before I go back up to Avery. 


Maybe a little Christmas shopping over the phone? 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


Aww 


He hasn’t sent me away, I mean he just bent over backward 
to make sure I didn’t leave. 


But I can’t help but feel a little odd being sent back up to 
the top floor, supposedly to arrange everything. 


So arrange stuff, ya dummy. 


The thought of never having to answer to Angela again is 
enough to make me squeal out loud and taking in the whole 
view, the feel of the top floor, and Jack of course makes me 
feel like I’ve won the lottery. 


By the time I get the courage to pick up the phone to even 
begin, I have to sit down. 


“Yes, Ms. Patterson?” A polite voice answers. “We’ve been 
expecting your call,” she explains. “Anything you need, just 
ask and we'll get right on it,” she adds, leaving an equally 
polite silence. 


Waiting for my instructions. 


My instructions. 


“Uh, yeah, Well.. I was thinking maybe a cleaning team up 
on the top floor... And some extra phones, computers...” I 
stammer. 


“Mr. Riggs is heading up the office transfer. The extra 
equipment and furniture are scheduled for... tomorrow,” 
she announces, sounding like she’s checking a screen of her 
own. 


“T see. And the cleaners?” I ask, trying to sound like I know 
something. 


“We’ll have a team up there within the hour, Ms. Patterson. 
Is there anything else?” she asks, really meaning it too. Not 
just doing her job. 


“T’d really love a black coffee, no sugar,” I confess. “And a 
roast beef sandwich?” 


“On its way,” she chirps cheerfully, sounding like an old 
friend as I hear the tippy tap of her keystrokes. 


“And your name?” I ask, definitely putting whoever she is on 
the star list of my mind. 


“Amanda. Amanda Cummings, Ms. Patterson, and very 
pleased to meet you,” she adds before I hang up after 
thanking her. 


Is this how Jack lives? Is this what it feels like? 


I write Amanda’s name on a legal pad I found in a drawer 
and taking the pad with me, I start to snoop. 


Professionally. 


Making notes and sketching ideas I have, even though I 
know someone else has been assigned the task, I know 
Jack’s gonna want my input. 


I just know he is. 


A short while later the ping of the elevator makes me look 
up as I move from room to room, office to office, 


My heart leaps, expecting to see Jack, but it’s a delivery guy. 
He waits by the elevator until I come over. 


“Ms. Patterson?” he asks nervously, looking around like he’s 
stepped into a museum after hours. 


I smile and nod, my mouth watering at the smell of the food 
and fresh coffee he’s holding. 


Realizing I don’t have a tip handy, I make a face that sets 
him at ease. 


“Tt’s alright. Ms. Patterson. Mr. Cole’s account is just fine,” 
he says with a little wink before turning on his heel and 
heading back down the elevator after handing me a cup 
and a paper sack that makes me think of Jack first and my 
stomach second. 


I don’t even look up when the elevator pings again, 
absorbed by the fact they even added cheese to my 
sandwich without me having to ask. 


A tall. Deli-style sandwich too, with about a half a pound of 
roast beef in it. 


I’m in heaven. 


“I was gonna ask if you wanted to get out of here, maybe 
catch a bite?” he asks. 


I almost drop said sandwich as I take in Jack’s bulge and 
then his huge frame, filling the air in front of me. 


The one thing I could truly eat right now, as well as roast 
beef and cheese. 


Taking a sip from my coffee, he nods like he has a secret, 
then eyeing the other half of my sandwich I motion him to 
go ahead. 


Taking my hands in his again, he leans over and takes a 
large bite from my own handful. 


And that’s it. 
I know I’m done. 


If I can share my pussy, coffee, and a hot sandwich so easily 
with the man, he may as well just put a freaking ring on my 
finger. 


Even watching him eat turns me on. And he’s watching me 
chew with the same expression I know I have as he takes a 
seat opposite me. 


“T thought this could be the new reception area?” I suggest, 
swiping my lower lip with a finger as I watch him nod, 
hearing the low sound of satisfaction he makes. 


Hard to explain, but when someone actually just wants you 
for you, It’s pretty amazing. 


“We'll eat, then maybe I can take you home?” he suggests, 
making me frown. 


“Maybe have something more to eat?” he smiles. 


The sudden and shocking realization of Jack Cole actually 
seeing where I live is too much. 


Worse than dying. 


“T thought you wanted to take things slow?” he adds, noting 
my expression. “I can be Jack Cole and you can be Avery, my 
new assistant. Nothing wrong in me dropping you home is 
there?” he asks again, and I have to concentrate to swallow 
three stories of roast beef and cheese on rye. 


“I guess not,” I finally manage to say, not wanting to hurt 
his feelings either. 


I feel like I might have done enough of that for one day. 


“Then it’s settled,” he announces, helping me up after we’ve 
both cleaned up with napkins. 


“I should warn you though,” I try to caution him, but he’s 
not having any of it. 


Pulling me close, he whispers how perfect I am before 
kissing the top of my head again. Right on that magic spot. 


“Then let’s get you home,” he says quietly, not letting go of 
me until we reach the ground floor. 


But I already am home. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


J ack 


I’ve got a car waiting, and avoiding the office altogether, I 
feel nothing but relief once we’re inside and on our way to 
her place. 


“T lifted your address from your employee file,” I confess, 
drawing her closer once we start moving. 


I feel her tense up, and have a fair idea why. New boss, new 
man. Doesn’t want me to see her place. 


Embarrassed. 


“I don’t have to come in,” I assure her, reminding her I 
really am just dropping her home, giving her all the space 
she needs. 


But there’s no way I’m leaving the street if she doesn’t want 
me up there. I’ll keep the car there all night if I have to, call 
a security team to watch her building too. 


Like I said, I’m in deep with Avery, whether she knows it or 
not. 


I know the city’s real estate, own a fair chunk of it myself. 
So I know where we’re headed isn’t the high end of town. 


But I have to say, I feel for Avery more and more, each 
second we draw closer to her building. I can just feel the 
shame pouring off her as we pull up. 


Something that I know she’ll never have to feel ever again 
soon if I have my way. 


It’s a dark building, even in the failing light. 


In a neighborhood, I wouldn’t walk alone in, let alone have 
Avery anywhere near, given the chance. 


“Here we are,” she says, sucking a breath between her 
cheeks. 


I move my hand to touch hers, but she’s already halfway out 
the car door. 


Not needing to motion the driver to wait, I go after her. 
I have to. 


“The elevator doesn’t work,” she mumbles, leading me 
instead to a dank stairwell. 


“Only one floor up,” she adds. 


It’s a mess the building I mean. But I can’t help but study 
her shape as she walks up those stairs ahead of me, feeling 
my own heat and thickness rise again with each of her 
steps. 


“It’s not so bad,” I lie once we come up to her floor. 


I’ve already decided she’s only staying here long enough to 
pack a bag. 


Before I even see inside her place, which is nice enough 
given the situation once we get in, I feel guilty that any one 
of my employees, let alone Avery lives in a place like this. 


“This is me,” she announces, holding out her hands as I 
stoop a little to squeeze into the small space. 


“Ts it?” I ask her, holding out both hands. 


“Oh, Jack. I know it isn’t much, but this is who I am, it’s 
where I live at least,” she tells me, almost pleading with her 
eyes. 


Knowing I won’t have her in this place one more night. 
One more damned minute. 


“Do you want a coffee, or maybe something stronger?” I 
hear her chime, setting her keys down, and trying to act 
natural. 


I take her in my arms again, shaking my head. I don’t want 
her here one more second. 


“You'll pack a bag, whatever you need. And we leave, now,” 
I tell her. 


I’m not asking. 
I’m telling. 


“From today, right now Avery, you’re mine. I won’t let you 
out of my sight again, and I sure as hell won’t see you in this 
place again.” 


Her jaw drops a little, and then a flash of fire is in her eyes. 
But her hands gripping mine tells me I’m right. 


“You haven’t done wrong, Avery. I just want to take you 
away from this. Forever,” I tell her. 


“But this is me. It’s who J am,” she says defiantly. 


“T know it is, Avery. But that’s the old you. I want to show 
you a new life if you'll let me?” I suggest, feeling her hurt. 


I’m not judging her, just wanting the very best for her. 
Turning quickly, she brings her hands to her chest. 


“I suppose you’d rather have me in one of your towers, like 
some maiden you call on whenever you feel like it?” she 
murmurs. 


I feel her shiver as my hands grip her shoulders, turning 
her to face me. 


“T want you with me, all the time, Avery. No towers, no 
prisons. Just here,” I tell her, pulling her hands over my 
heart. 


“Then why can’t you accept me if I’m here, in my own 
place?” she asks, her voice breaking. 


“Because I know you deserve better, a thousand times 
more. I can give you-” 


But she’s looked away. 


I’ve done it again. Said too much too soon, or just the wrong 
thing. 


“Everything I have, Jack. Where I am. I got myself here. All 
by myself. I don’t need someone to wave a magic wand to fix 
any of it,” she says calmly, her hands dropping from mine. 


She’s clutching her elbows again as she faces a window that 
looks out to a dark alley. 


I’m getting to know her, and it hurts. I can’t be the one to 
make all her problems disappear, but I know I can give her 
the best start. 


More than I ever had at her age. 


Or is that it? A young woman with her whole life ahead of 
her, not wanting to be tied to- 


I don’t have time to indulge the thought. 


Her hands claw at my neck, pulling me down to her. Her 
warm mouth pressed to mine with such intensity I feel like 
she might burst. 


“Oh, Jack. I’m sorry. Take me away from all this if you want, 
just take me away from all of it. Just don’t leave me when 
you’re done... Don’t leave me with-” 


But my lips are on hers in answer. 


I am taking her away from this, all of it. And I’ll make sure 
she never has to see any of it again. Only blue skies and 
whatever she wants from her window, not dark alleys and 
uncertainty. 


Not her being so alone. 
Never again. 
Not one more night. 


“Come home with me, Avery,” I tell her. “Just say you'll 
come home with me, and we can work everything out from 
there.” 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


Aww 


Jack’s not asking. He’s telling. 


He doesn’t want to see me in my apartment another minute 
let alone another day, I can see it in his eyes. 


Truth is, I couldn’t agree with him more. I hate the place. 


I pack a bag as Jack watches me from my bedroom doorway, 
taking interest in the few things I have laying around. 


“No pictures?” he asks suddenly, making me jump after I 
feel how close he is behind me. 


“Pictures of what?” I ask him, creasing my brow. 
“Family, friends... a pet rock?” he jokes, and I laugh. 


“Like I told you, it’s just me. Always has been,” I tell him 
once I stop giggling. 


Nobody’s ever made me laugh the way Jack does. Or made 
me feel so edgy at the same time. 


Racy. 


“Until now, I hope?” he asks again, taking my free hand into 
his and leaning down to kiss it. 


“Will you give me a signed portrait?” I ask, half-joking but 
deadly serious at the same time. 


“Tf you'll let me, we can have a whole wall of photos, just us 
if you’d like,” he promises, and I can already see it in my 
mind. 


It makes me relax into him as he hugs me. 


“As slow or as fast as you want Avery,” he reminds me, 
kissing the top of my head and taking my bag for me. 


“Am I keeping you up?” Jack asks once we’re back in the car 
as I stifle a yawn. 


“It’s been a big day is all,” I tell him suddenly aware that I 
really have no idea where we’re going either. Only that I 
trust Jack and his judgment. 


I feel lighter as the apartment building disappears behind 
us, as the whole neighborhood gives way to a more pleasing 
side of the city. 


As it gets darker, the street lights tracing over us both 
make me sleepy. I close my eyes and nuzzling up to Jack in 
the back seat, I feel him stroking my hair and humming 
softly. 


Permitting me to fall asleep right on him, which I can’t help. 


I’m vaguely aware of Jack carrying me at some point, up 
some stairs, and into a place that smells like him. 


I want to wake up, but he tells me to sleep, and the last 
moment of the first best day of my life ends with him kissing 
me softly on the lips as he tucks me into a huge bed that not 
only smells like him too, it feels like him. 


And I don’t think I’ve ever slept deeper or sounder my 
whole life. 


The gray light of morning is coming in through the huge 
windows when I open my eyes, along with the smell of fresh 
bacon, coffee, and a whole bunch of other things that make 
me smile. 


Jack. 
I just know he’s up and has made us both breakfast. 


Feeling the space next to me in the bed, I know he hasn’t 
Slept in it. 


The huge chair opposite with a blanket over it tells me Jack 
sat and watched me most of the night before getting some 
sleep himself. 


Hearing Jack coming with a rattling breakfast tray, I close 
my eyes again and smiling like an idiot, I can hear him 
chuckling once he sees me. 


“Awake now? I thought we’d almost lost you there,” he says, 
setting the domed tray down beside me on the nightstand. 


“Where am I?” I ask him, not really minding the answer as 
long as he’s here with me. 


“Home, I guess. My favorite one anyway. Not too far from 
the office either,” he adds with a grin, checking his watch. 


“Ts that a hurry up?” I ask him, hoping it isn’t. 


“No, it means we have plenty of time to enjoy breakfast. I 
always get up early, so I got a few things done before it was 


time to make us something,” he adds, lifting the lid on what 
looks like a gourmet’s delight. 


Fresh bagels, eggs done three different ways, ham, and 
cheese, bacon, and stake, and the best smelling coffee I 
think I’ve ever seen. 


Pulling a table tray from under the bed, he sets out our 
meal before sliding onto the bed next to me. 


I’ve never eaten in bed before, nor so close to someone 
watching me. 


But Jack doesn’t share any of my hang-ups, fishing around 
under the bacon for a huge piece of steak, making him 
groan loudly as he offers me half. 


“T don’t think I can manage so much food first thing,” I 
announce hesitantly, noting Jack’s frown as he chews his 
food with gusto. 


“You skipped dinner last night and I only saw you eat a 
sandwich yesterday,” he cautions me, wagging a finger 
before licking the tip and smacking his lips. 


Even the way he eats is amazing to watch. It’s not a turnoff, 
it’s sensual, satisfying. 


Like looking at the man himself any other time of the day. 


He’s already dressed for work, his three piece suit and 
clean shaved face seeming out of place next to me on the 
bed. 


“I have a few calls to make, things to do,” he manages 
between mouthfuls. 


“Will you find your way around to get ready when you feel 
like it of course,” he says with assurance. 


“Bathroom’s through there, tons of towels and everything 
you should need. I’ll be back in time to take us to work, 
though,” he adds. 


“Secret Santa today, big surprise Christmas party,” he says, 
trying to sound enthusiastic. 


“You hate Christmas, don’t you?” I ask him, seeing myself in 
his eyes. 


“T used to,” he confesses, leaning over to peck my lips, 
leaving a salty, greasy taste I want more of straight away. 


“But let’s eat up first, okay? Most important meal of the 
day,” he says, spoon feeding me some of his steak and so 
much more of everything until I feel like I’ll burst. 


CHAP TER FOURTEEN 
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She doesn’t have to go to work, never again a day in her 
life. But TIl let her work that out. Plus, today of all days, I’m 
gonna need her close by to help me through something 
unusual for me: Christmas stuff. 


I’ve always left it up to local and area management to do 
their own thing, only ever signed off on the bonuses due 
and making a face at the yearly board reports and emails 
sent out with my name on them. 


No, Christmas never has been my thing. 


So why the hell do I feel so excited? Like I’m about to 
unwrap the biggest present of my whole life? 


Avery. That’s why. 


I’ve made sure I have her Secret Santa gift, tucked in my 
pocket. 


Taking our tray back with me after trying as hard as I might 
to get her to eat more; I leave it in the kitchen and head to 


my office across the hall from my bedroom, sneaking a 
glimpse of Avery as she slips out of her clothes and into a 
steaming shower. 


Man, the things that girl does to me. 


It’s early still, but I know I’ll catch some of the board who I 
know are early risers too. They’ve all got the memo about 
moving basecamp to the new building, most couldn’t care 
but its David I call first up. 


I know he’ll have the most to say. 


He’s also the only one I know I really have to watch. Been 
looking to sink his knife into me for years. 


“All highly irregular, Jack,” he growls down the phone at 
me. 


He’s older, and I know he resents my success in business. 
He should be sipping something with an umbrella in it ona 
beach at his age, but with three, or is it four ex-wives? He 
has his own reasons for fronting up day after day. 


“Moving the whole administrative team across town, two 
days before Christmas!” he puffs, not holding back any of 
his anger, willing me to fail at every step too, I bet. 


“You’re on holiday, David. So is half the company, relax. It’s 
central to the branching into finance and insurance 
anyway,” I tell him, wondering why I need to even justify my 
decision. 


“Word has it you took an employee home last night,” he 
adds cuttingly, and I can feel the sadistic pleasure in his 
tone as he tries to push me into a corner. 


“T hear you have three, or is it four of those yourself, Dave?” 
I quip, not meaning to sound like a complete prick. But 
poke the bear and you'll get a scratch. 


“Except my guests don’t have alimony suits on when I take 
their coat at the door.” 


“Is there a point to your calling so early, Cole?” he snarls, 
reminding me why I’m calling him. 


“I wanted to ask if you’d come down today and show 
yourself. If we have a strong board presence, big names to 
match the faces in the foyer after today, it will have a 
stronger impact on morale. This company can go places, 
Dave. We need to treat these people with respect, they just 
had the scare of their careers.” 


He sighs heavily. “Seriously Cole, you’re concern for 
employees worries me sometimes. They’re all a dime a 
dozen.” 


I can think of one who isn't. 


“Well, I wanted to surprise everyone at morning break, give 
them the rest of the day off after that leading into the 
holidays with a party and Secret Santa. Hope we’ll see you 
there,” I sign off, doing my best to sound like Kris Kringle 
when I can only picture myself punching the man’s teeth to 
the back of his scrawny neck. 


Not hearing the shower running anymore, I make a beeline 
for the bathroom, hoping for a little surprise of my own, and 
am not disappointed. 


Avery’s drying off. 


Bending over with the door open, and giving me a view of 
everything I fought hard not to think about too much last 
night. 


I deserve a handful, at least. 


She shrieks and then giggles as my hands find her, running 
right up between her legs before cupping her chest as I 


gnaw at her throat like some rabid beast. 


My pants are wet, and Ill have to change I know it. The 
evidence of my own intense, instant arousal will be showing. 
I can feel it. 


But I don’t mind. 


“We’ll be late,” she teases, reaching behind herself and 
gasping as she feels just how glad I am to see her like this. 


“See what you do to me?” I ask her, confirming it by 
pressing her hand harder on me, growling as she grips my 
thick cock with her hand through my pants, starting to 
shiver under me. 


I remind myself of my promise to let Avery take things slow, 
but also think why not? Now’s as good a time as any, isn’t it? 


Turning to face me, gnawing her lower lip, she plays with 
me just enough to prove I need to change and tells me she 
needs to get dressed. 


n 


“Maybe... if we have a minute after work today...” she says 
innocently, looking up at me, and I know TIl have her after 
the party. 


I just know I will. 


It gives me such a feeling, a ripple in my heart that I don’t 
mind being teased a little so early in the day. 


And to see her smile and laugh, it means everything to me. 
I hurriedly dress after holding her close just one more time. 


Telling myself it won’t be long now and knowing she feels 
the same. 


“We should go,” I finally announce, hearing the morning 
staff letting themselves in through the kitchen. 


“Just the maid, cleaners,” I tell Avery, who looks up, startled 
when she hears movement through the house as she 
finishes dressing. 


“Get used to it,” I murmur. “There'll be hell to pay for 
cooking breakfast, but they’re a decent bunch of people. 
Hardly know they’re here. And they’re always gone before I 
get home,” I tell her, looking at my watch, wanting to get in 
early, before anyone else. 


“Shall we?” I ask, and feeling her take my arm as we brave 
the bitter cold outside briefly before settling into the car 
again, I can’t stop smiling myself. 


“T think... this is what Christmas feels like,” I tell her as she 
squeezes my arm. 


CHAP TER FIF TEEN 


Aww 


It’s a little before eight when we arrive, and I have to admit 
Jack’s right. He does get up early. 


I’ve never been to work so early and if it wasn’t for Jack I 
wouldn’t be here before nine either. If it wasn’t for the man 
and his excellent coffee, I’d be a wreck. 


Although, I have to admit, having never slept so well I do 
feel like today is gonna be different. 


Heading straight up to the top floor, we meet the district 
manager, Jason who looks like he hasn’t slept a wink. 


There are just the last touches being added to what looks 
like the perfect blend of old and new, with the gleaming 
brass and wood paneling looking better than ever. 


Heavy wooden furniture and ambient lighting to match the 
new computers and phone network sees Jack nodding with 
approval as he casts his eye over every detail. 


“Not bad for a night’s work, eh?” he asks me, and looking to 
Jason, he congratulates him on a job well done. 


“A whole team of people to thank, really,” he says bashfully, 
looking over to me and then back to Jack. 


Joining the dots. 
I guess IIl have to get used to that. 


We’re not in each other’s arms, but anyone can see there’s 
something pretty powerful going on between us. 


Thankfully, Jason’s mature enough to not make a thing out 
of it, his smile is more a quiet ‘congratulations’ than the 
usual mockery I’m used to. 


“Something wrong, Jason?” I hear Jack ask him, an edge in 
his voice that matches a certain growl I know he can also 
make. 


The animal soundtrack when he’s staking claim over what 
he knows is his. 


“Not a thing,” Jason replies and leaves us both to finish 
what looks like the busiest night of his life. 


“Just a little tired, I guess,” he murmurs. 


“That’s the spirit,” Jack cries enthusiastically. “You should 
have grabbed some Z’s on the couch in my office. I hear it 
can be quite therapeutic,” he adds, smiling to himself and 
making me blush at the memory. 


Making me wish I’d packed extra underwear. 


The man makes me wet just by breathing, let alone 
dropping things like that in front of me. 


I follow Jack, taking a tablet he’s handed to me to make any 
notes on. 


Keeping the whole assistant thing going. 


He grunts when we visit the board room. It looks a little out 
of place compared to the rest of the floor so far. 


“Deliberately kept this the same,” Jack notes, reading my 
mind. “They hate change, and this is the only way I could 
think of compromising without being too compromising,” he 
winks. 


“Let’s go check the office,” he murmurs, looking a little 
worried they might have given the old stately room the 
same treatment. 


“Ah, Jason. You’ll go places,” he exclaims, pulling me close 
and kicking the door closed now that we’re alone. 


The room’s exactly the same, but somehow everything looks 
brand new like we’ve just stepped back in time. 


Even the same old comforting smell of old leather and 
cigars hangs in the air. 


It makes me glad to see Jack happy. 


“T really hope what’s his name doesn’t want his office back,” 
he quips, pecking my cheek before strutting around with 
my hand in his. 


There’s a smaller version of Jack’s huge chair, right next to 
his, which he motions to as he runs his hands over his desk, 
which looks like it’s had a full restoration job. 


“How did they even,” I start to ask, but Jack throws his 
hands up. 


“It beats me,” he says, grabbing me and pulling me onto his 
lap before I can get myself to my seat. “But I hope they 
managed to get the downstairs done as well.” 


Downstairs? 


“For the party,” he adds noting my look of near panic. 


“We’ve got time yet,” he assures me, running a huge hand 
of his up my thigh and squeezing my hip. 


I’m starting to wonder if he locked the door and if this is 
actually what he meant by my being his assistant. But I 
recall his words, and Jack is a man of his word. 


As fast or as slow as you like, Avery. 


The hotline of his arousal burying into my thigh is enough to 
have me sucking a sharp breath between my teeth. 


If Jack’s not careful, I’ll be on all fours on that damned desk, 
any minute. 


“Sorry, Avery,” he croons, gnawing my neckline. “You just 
get me so damned hard every time I look at you. I just 
wanna-” 


There’s a loud sound from his desk phone, which he 
snatches up. “Yeah?” he says gruffly, breathing out through 
his nose and making a face. “Put him through,” he adds, 
giving me a little shrug but hanging onto me as tight as 
ever. 


I get the strong feeling Jack’s set the ground rules for 
everybody, which includes not disturbing him unless it’s 
absolutely necessary. 


I’m not trying to overhear, far from it. But Jack put’s 
whoever it is on speaker, leaning back and holding me 
closer. 


I’m only scared I'll make a noise, especially once I feel 
Jack’s hands starting to ride up my skirt again. 


“I won't be at your little Christmas party, Jack,” the voice on 
the end of the line spits. “I just came into the office this 
morning to get some papers. Where is the office?” he barks, 
and I feel Jack shaking under me with laughter. 


“T was trying to tell you, Dave. I moved us down here, the 
boardroom and most of your other stuff’s unchanged. I like 
it better here,” he says, doing a perfect deadpan voice 
despite his body still shaking with silent laughter. 


“Well. I’ve called a meeting of my own, you know?” Dave 
hisses. “A board meeting to pass a vote of no confidence in 
your insane actions over not just over the past few days, but 
the past few months.” 


“What’s that Dave? You’re breaking up... I’ll have to call you 
back.” 


Jack clunks the phone down. “Asshole,” he mutters, getting 
his attention back to me, smiling again. 


“But, aren’t you worried, Jack?” I ask, clutching at him as I 
feel my own heartbeat rising at the thought of everyone 
turning on Jack. 


“Already had that meeting, Avery. By phone early this 
morning. Dave’s the one who'll find his vote of no 
confidence with his own name on it, soon enough. Now, let’s 
see how that party’s shaping up downstairs,” he says. 


Yesterday it would have been forced excitement, but today I 
can see it, I can feel it. Jack has a genuine enthusiasm for all 
things Christmas all of a sudden. 


And I think I might just too. 
Just a little bit. 


“Oh, and Avery?” he asks, holding me closer to him as we 
get to the door. 


I lift my brow in question, glad he’s there to catch me once I 
hear him say it. 


“T think I’ve fallen madly in love with you. Desperately and 
madly in love.” 


CHAP TER SIXTEEN 
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Once I can see everything’s ready from behind the scenes, I 
give the green light for things to get started early. 


A relieved looking catering crew in the cafeteria who looks 
like they’ve pulled an all-nighter seem to agree. 


Smiling to myself, I hold back from saying anything. That 
would kind of ruin the surprises. 


Not just because I don’t want to see this great staff of 
hundreds working for a few hours before they get to go 
home for the holiday, but because I’ve got a mind to get 
Avery someplace private again myself. 


I hope Avery feels as ready as I do to. I know I said as long 
as she wants to wait, but it’s been almost a whole day now. 


I hang back a little, hearing some murmurs of wonder, but 
mostly doubt once I’m spotted. Especially when people see 
me with Avery so close. 


Definitely not a part of the regular office set anymore. 


It’s nothing unusual for big businesses to tell you one thing 
and then change it again the next either. 


But I hope they’ll all like what’s coming. 


I wonder if Santa gets butterflies. I find myself suddenly 
wondering what to do if nobody likes what I have planned. 


I spot the tree she was decorating, moved into the office. I 
asked for another one to go into the window, keeping with 
tradition which I assume is there, along with the gifts for 
everyone else invited into the cafeteria once the office 
‘party’ winds up. 


“I have no idea what your usual office parties are like,” I 
confess to Avery, hoping they’re nothing like the board 
member’s week long shenanigans on private islands. 


“Pretty quiet,” she says thoughtfully. “Most folks are moms 
and dads, eager to get home for their own holidays, I 
guess,” she adds. 


“And you?” I ask her, knowing she’s never struck me as the 
party girl type. 


“T usually leave before it even starts,” she admits, starting 
to look edgy until I bring her close again, squeezing her. 


Who cares who’s watching? 


“Wanna keep with that tradition?” I ask, feeling the almost 
begging look in my own eyes. 


“There are enough people here to do everything, I’ll say hi 
and bye, just like yesterday. Just let me hand out those 
presents,” I tell her, spotting Jason and his helpers, waving 
him over. 


“Presents?” I hear her asking as Jason and his crew scuttle 
over, huddling together as I give the all-clear. 


“Let’s go guys. I don’t wanna see another hand on their 
keyboard this year unless it’s really life or death, okay? 
Let’s have your Christmas party now. And not so Secret 
Santa from me to be announced first... then we really have 
to go,” I add, eyeing Avery who looks suddenly relieved. 


“Alright, Mr. Cole. I can say a few words, but would you 
mind?” Jason asks, asking me to speak for the new company 
as well, giving some words of encouragement. 


“Of course,” I concede, patting my chest pocket, notes at 
the ready. 


Having grabbed everyone’s attention, just like he did 
yesterday, I wait my turn after the usual but somewhat 
lacking ass-kissing. 


Which I appreciate. 


Nervous applause awaits, and once I stand on a desk and 
explain the reason the cafeteria was closed for breakfast, 
it’s only because of the food they have coming. 


“In case you couldn’t smell it,” I add, the blank stares still a 
little suspicious. 


I get it. 


“Everybody, you'll each have a Secret Santa gift today, from 
your own colleagues, I imagine,” I continue. 


“But you'll also have something else, straight from me. An 
envelope, which is being handed to you now.” 


A row of people hand out plain envelopes to each person. 


“Five thousand shares, each. In your own company. Starting 
from today. As well as your remittance notice for holiday 
pay and or annual leave, depending on your position.” 


The blank stares continue, some opening their envelopes, 
most just not getting it. 


“It’s a new kind of company. The kind run by its employees. 
I have the board on board, so to speak, and you're all 
invited to work as hard as you want and be a part of the 
company as it grows,” I tell them, wondering if I could make 
it any clearer. 


“There’s an email to each of you, explaining the share 
option,” I add. “And I’d be grateful if you’d follow each of 
those instructions before the day is out... Uh... All that said. 
Merry Christmas and I hope to see you all again in a week 
for our New Year celebrations.” 


Blowing air from my swollen cheeks, I press Jason’s own 
envelope and my real notes into his chest. 


“They’re worth about a hundred eighty dollars apiece, I’d 
suggest they all go online and claim them, right now. 
Yourself included,” I add with a wink. 


The only thing I can feel is Avery’s hand in mine as we 
leave, I murmur something to the catering boss about not 
forgetting everyone else as we leave through a side door 
from the kitchen. 


The open cafeteria’s for anyone who wants or needs it, right 
through from tonight until Christmas night, when I have a 
rotating crew of cooks and servers waiting to serve them 
all. 


And everyone. Every single one, getting their own gift as 
well as a hot meal. 


CHAP TER SEVEN TEEN 


Aww 


“Didn’t you want to give anyone anything back there?” Jack 
asks me. 


I shrug, making a face. 


“I had something under the tree for Angela, my boss-” I 
start to say, remembering two things. 


I haven’t seen her since yesterday and she isn’t my boss 
anymore. 


Jack just smiles to himself, pretending to look out the 
window while he reaches into his pocket for something. 


“Well, here’s my not so Secret Santa to you,” he says 
nonchalantly, a plain envelope like everyone else got. 


I don’t know anything about shares, but I can see it’s a lot. 
Like a lot. 


But it isn’t the shares that get me, it’s the little ribbon at 
the bottom of the envelope. 


A red ribbon with a shiny new brass key on it. 


Before I can even ask what it’s for, I have the sudden 
gripping realization that I haven’t got anything for Jack. 


Not for Secret Santa, not for Christmas, not for anything. 


Sensing my thoughts, he presses the key into my hand with 
such tenderness I instantly know that he’s already got his 
present. 


Even if he hasn’t officially unwrapped it yet. 


“What’s it a key to?” I finally ask, noticing we’re pulling up 
to his house, which I only recognize from the early morning 
light. 


“Let’s go find out,” he whispers with a grin, helping me out 
of the car and shielding me from the cold with his huge 
body as we climb the steps. 


Starting to shiver with cold at the huge front door, I sense 
Jack waiting for me. I almost think we’re waiting for his 
maid to open the door when it dawns on me. 


“Its home if you want it to be... with me,” Jack says, his 
dark eyes glowing as he nods his head towards the door, 
which I open with the key he’s just given me. 


We step inside and I don’t hear a thing, the place is empty. 


“Everyone’s gone away for Christmas, at my say so,” Jack 
chimes, letting me know we’re alone for a few days at least. 


A huge vase of fresh white and red roses is on a table in the 
hall, with a card Jack asks me to read. 


My darling Avery, 


Please call this home ours and say you'll stay. 


Ever yours, 
Jack 


I feel myself starting to cry, but only because it’s the 
sweetest thing ever, from the sweetest man ever. 


A part of me wants to tell him I don’t deserve any of this, 
that I could never make him happy. 


But his hands on my waist from behind send shivers 
through my whole body, telling me we are both perfect for 
each other. 


Because we love each other more than words could even 
try to Say. 


“Don’t cry, sweetheart,” Jack says, turning me to face him, 
holding my face in his hands as he wipes a tear from my 
cheek before pressing it to his own lips. 


“Just stay. We can see how long it takes before we get on 
each other’s nerves. Remember? We can go as-” 


I’d love to be able to say as fast as I want, but I think Jack 
gets the idea once I leap into his arms. 


He lifts me clear off the ground, kissing me so deeply, so 
hard that we both know at once that now’s the time. 


It’s time for Jack to open his present, even though it is a 
little early. 


Sweeping my legs up into his arms, he starts to climb the 
stairs, up to his bedroom. 


Our bedroom. 


I know we're alone, but I’m still thankful for Jack thinking to 
close and lock the door behind us. 


He lays me on the bed and I notice his body tensing, not 
from holding my weight, but I actually think he’s a little 
nervous. 


“Time to open your present, Jack,” I coo in his ear, moaning 
as he groans with delight. His huge hand cupping my chest 
and pulling my blouse down to free his first target before he 
lifts it over my head and snaps open my bra. 


Climbing over on top of me, he’s on all fours like a beast, 
hungry to finally claim what’s his. 


“T could have waited longer,” he lies, his hardness pressing 
into my belly and making me squirm already. 


Feeling I need him inside me more than anything right now. 


Feeling him taking my chest into his mouth, both his hands 
kneading me and his thick fingers circling my nipples so 
hard it feels like they’ll break if he doesn’t get me totally 
naked soon. 


“Jack,” I whimper, feeling dizzy even though I’m laying 
down. But I know he’s sensing my own need as much as his 
Own. 


There’s no fire in the huge fireplace, but I’m burning up, 
tugging at my own skirt as well as his pants, trying to free 
what I need most from him. 


The only time Jack moves away from me is to undress us 
both, and within seconds I feel his hard body on top of mine. 
My legs opening in reflex and my feet hooking around his 
back. 


His thick cock already prodding my wetness, making us 
groan louder. 


“T want you to have me, Jack. Right now, I wanted you the 
moment I saw you but I-” 


His lips over mine silence me, anything I’d normally say that 
has ‘if’, ‘but’ or ‘can’t in it. 


Those words aren’t in Jack Cole’s vocabulary, and certainly 
not in the bedroom. 


What I was so worried about, the anxiety of being with a 
man for the first time turns out to be an instant remedy. 


Feeling his smooth hardness nudging at my twitching hole, 
my whole body shivers in time with my aching pussy as he 
eases into me, inch by delicious inch. 


I gasp, and he groans, gripping me almost as hard as I am 
him. I can tell he’s gonna have some scratches across that 
huge back of his. 


“ Mine, Avery,” he growls, finally filling me with every inch of 
his manhood, exciting a new place I never even knew 
existed inside me as we both find ourselves right at home 
entangled with each other. 


Thrusting and moaning. A perfect knot, we cuddle, squeeze, 
and roll on Jack’s huge bed. 


The swift climax I need to have dissolves into the seemingly 
endless pleasure of having Jack so close, and before too 
long I feel another building as his huge hands explore my 
body. 


And mine grip onto his as well. 


Never letting go. 


CHAP TER EIGHTEEN 
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I’ve seen her naked, I’ve tasted her in my mouth. 


But knowing she’ll be mine from now on, that I can fill her 
with more than my seed, more than money or anything else 
is the best feeling. 


She’s mine. 


I file the thought away for later, the one that doubted I can 
actually have whatever I want. I just don’t recall having to 
wait a whole day before to get it. 


Even though I know I’ve been waiting for Avery my whole 
life. 


Everything I’ve done, all I have. It’s for her, for us. 
For the family, I feel myself about to start putting inside her. 


Mindful of how I might hurt her with my size, I’m relieved 
to feel her thick thighs wrap around me and her ample hips 
start to buck against mine once I’m fully inside her. 


I feel her shuddering under me not long after, but I know 
she’s working towards something bigger. 


My present. 


She wants me to come inside her, so deep and hard, that I 
know it means as much to her as being claimed by me. 
Today of all days. 


Christmas Eve used to be when presents were handed out, 
at least that what I’ve read about the history of things. 


Both of us know, without even saying a word that Christmas 
Eve, Christmas in general is going to be our special time 
from now on. 


Now and forever. 


I shift her over to the edge of the bed, letting her head roll 
back as her neck hugs the edge of the mattress. 


My thick hard on pounding into her, as I learn as quickly as 
Avery does that she likes it hard and fast as much as she 
likes it slow and soft. 


Sensing my balls rising up, ready to give her everything I 
know she wants and needs, I hear her start to say it. 


She murmurs, groans, and then whimpers my name until 
finally, she’s screaming it out loud as I feel my own release 
deep inside her. 


Her climax jolting both of us with its own intensity as she 
starts to jerk and pulse under me, her nails breaking some 
skin. 


Sealing our love with a blood pact. 


Something I notice on the sheets to afterward, although 
Avery insists she’s fine. Only playing with my hair with her 


fingers, counting the moments in her mind until we can 
share such a thing again. 


Such a gift. 


The only thing I ever wanted, and not just for Christmas. 
But the timing couldn’t be more perfect. 


I fill her again, feeling everything more intensely and more 
alive than ever before we both collapse into each other, 
exhausted but relieved. 


Happy. 
Content. 


The one time in my life I know I’ve felt true bliss, and only 
because I have her in my arms. 


I wake us both with a start, my backs cold but my front is all 
warm with Avery. 


We fell asleep, but I can still see daylight although it’s 
started to snow outside again. 


Pulling the covers over us both we each agree we could stay 
here, like this forever. 


Forever? 
The word sticks in my mind. 


“Christmas Eve,” I hear myself murmur after a while, 
feeling Avery reach behind herself to feel me as I play big 
spoon. 


“Hmmm. And I can feel a candy cane,” she laughs, gripping 
my hardness again which I swear hasn’t gone down since 


we came home. 


“You really never liked Christmas?” I ask her, kind of asking 
myself that too. 


Hoping I’ve planned everything just right. 


“Not until this year,” she tells me and rolling over I embrace 
her again. 


“Same,” I tell her, halfwondering how things went at the 
office party. Hoping plenty of others get some Christmas 
cheer too over the next few days. 


“T always worked over Christmas,” Avery confides. “It kept 
me from knowing I had nothing to do,” she says absently. 


“Or no one to do it with,” I agree, hearing her speaking my 
own mind. 


“I used to watch people, but from fifty stories up, it’s a 
different tale told.” 


We lay quietly for some time and I feel myself falling back to 
sleep, never wanting this moment to end. 


It’s almost as though we can feel the snow falling outside. 
The calm over everything. 


“C’mon,” I announce, jolting us both from our reverie. “It’s 
Christmas Eve and we don’t want to sleep through the 
whole thing,” I remind myself more than anything. 


Grabbing her hand and nearly dragging her from the bed, I 
promise it’ll be worth her while. 


“We can make this is our first Christmas,” I tell her. The 
only ones that need to count from now on. 


That seems to work, and in no time Avery and I are huddled 
in a sheet, making our way down to the living room, which I 


sincerely hope has been set out the way I asked. 


“Why does it always feel like you’re up to something?” 
Avery asks, shivering slightly next to me until I hear her 
gasp once I open the door. 


The warmth of the room hits us, and I have to say for 
myself, not being a Christmassy kinda guy up until now, I’m 
impressed. 


“When did you do all this?” she asks, staring in wonder at 
the tree. The lights and all the gifts surrounding it. 


There’s a blazing fire courtesy of gas logs and the rich smell 
of spruce, spices, and egg nog in the air. 


“T didn’t,” I confess. “Well, not really. I just have good staff 
who know how to do what they’re asked to,” I remark, 
slipping out from under the sheets and rummaging through 
some gifts, squeezing the soft ones until I know what I’ve 
found. 


“Here,” I tell her. “ You first.” 


I watch with growing excitement as she gently opens the 
wrapping. 


“A towel,” she says trying to sound surprised. 
I laugh and growl in mock despair. 


“Dammit!” I cry, grabbing all the soft parcels and tearing 
them until I find what I need. 


What I want her to have on when we’re alone. 


“Oooohhh! Matching robes,” she observes, gasping and 
then starting to tear up again, noticing the embroidered 
monogram A for Avery and J for Jack. 


“Too much?” I ask, wincing, but slipping mine on and 
helping her do the same before she hugs me. 


“They’re beautiful,” she whispers, and as she stares into the 
fire I explain she’s really all I wanted. 


“The robes, and everything else under the tree it’s just 
stuff. But it’s you I wanted Avery. And now I’ve got you.” 


“Merry Christmas,” she says dreamily through misty eyes as 
I hear myself almost starting to yelp and holler like a kid, 
begging her to open one more gift after another. 


All for her, and all priceless when I see her smiling. 


“Merry Christmas, Avery. I love you,” I tell her, enjoying the 
sound of those words in the air between us. 


“T love you too, Jack.” 


CHAP TER NINETEEN 


Aww 


I don’t really notice the time, talking with Jack until I know 
it’s late only because I’m fighting off yawns. 


I don’t want it to look like I’m bored. But I’m just beat. 


We’ve had a simple dinner of ham and vegetables which 
Jack refused to let me help with, plus way too many 
chestnuts, which Jack somehow manages to roast near the 
gas flames without spoiling them. 


“We have to save some room for tomorrow, though,” he 
cautions, glancing off to the doorway as if there’s a whole 
world of secrets he’s holding back with his magic. 


I groan softly, gently punching his shoulder as I nuzzle into 
him again on the huge pillows he’s propped up by the fire. 


“No more surprises, Jack. It’s wearing me out,” I half- 
heartedly protest. 


I can’t help it though, I do feel just as excited as he’s acting. 
A little mystery, a lot of gifts, and plenty of romance. What’s 
not to get excited about? 


He politely ignores my protests and I just know he hasn’t 
even started with the surprises. 


I think Jack knows it’s past my bedtime, so he starts to 
explain stocks and shares. 


The last thing I remember is him carrying me upstairs 
again, not even trying to fight off sleep anymore. 


There’s a fire lit in the bedroom fireplace, and I drift off so 
fast that I know when I wake up it’ll be like I’ve hardly 
closed my eyes but Ill feel so rested. Truly feeling like a 
different person already. 


Feeling like Mrs. Jack Cole? 


The fading thought before sleep is enough to make me hug 
the sheets. And put a huge smile on my face. 


Before I even open my eyes I can hear Jack’s deep voice 
rumbling. A kind of melody that sounds like carols but I can 
tell singing isn’t his strong point. 


By the time he wakes me fully, with another heavily laden 
breakfast tray of food and fresh coffee, he’s piped it down to 
a whistle. 


But I’m sure I can hear... 


I push the thought from my mind. All this Christmas stuff is 
getting to me maybe. Who hears real sleigh bells on 
Christmas morning? 


“Merry Christmas,” Jack says cheerfully, kissing me way too 
long for a first thing in the morning kiss, but like everything 
about me, Jack doesn’t mind. 


He really loves the whole package, just how it came out of 
the box. 


He on the other hand is as fresh and perfect as ever, but 
there is something different about him this morning and I 
have to ask him if ever actually sleeps. 


“More easily and longer with you around, Avery,” he admits 
thoughtfully. “I used to get by fine on four or five hours. The 
past few days it’s been more like six.” 


I notice his brow crease as he looks at his watch. 


“Something wrong?” I ask sleepily, watching him make a 
face. Gasping quietly as I notice the time myself. 


It’s after eleven. 


“I was just hoping we’d be up sooner, that’s all. I’m all 
ahead in the kitchen, but...” he trails off, not wanting to give 
away anything. 


“By ‘we’ you mean me?” I groan, slumping back into the 
pillows. A pleasant, warm ache all over and_ inside 
reminding me of just how special yesterday was. 


He leans over and kisses me again. 
Then I feel it. 
I poke his body through his shirt. It’s soft, like mine. 


“Put on some Christmas pounds?” I ask, opening his collar 
enough to see... padding? 


“Jack, if this is some kind of joke,” I warn him icily, sitting up 
and wondering what the hell. 


But his look says it all, and once he pulls the white beard 
from his stuffing, I get it. 


“T don’t mean to rush you baby but those reindeer don’t like 
to be kept waiting, see you in five?” he asks, glancing at his 
watch, then me, the breakfast tray, and the bathroom all in 
one cool movement. 


Taking a mouthful of coffee, I narrow my eyes at him. “I 
don’t know what you’re up to now Jack Cole... but I think I’ll 
probably cry again, won’t I?” I ask, setting aside a cream 
cheese bagel for after my shower, which I rush through if 
only to see what the man has planned next. 


My outfit Jack’s laid out is classy casual, slacks and a 
cashmere sweater plus a woolen overcoat I could swear 
was tailored just for me. 


“It was Avery, I told them your measurement from my 
mind... and from what I had between my teeth that day,” he 
smiles briefly, checking his watch again. 


“Alright, alright!” I whine, completely forgetting it’s 
Christmas morning until I see Jack slipping into his coat and 
pants. 


And beard. 
And a red hat. 


“What?” he asks, blowing some stray beard from his mouth 
as he hurries me up, mumbling something about being his 
busiest day of the year and needing to be back in time to 
turn the potatoes. 


I feel my jaw drop, but there’s a part of me that actually 
wonders. 


Is Jack Cole actually Santa Claus? 


I shake the image in front of me from my mind, as realistic 
as it is. 


Santa he’s not. Santa would never do half the things Jack 
Cole can. 


He wouldn’t be allowed to. 


If I think he looks the part, once we step outside and I see a 
sleigh waiting, complete with a half dozen actual reindeer, I 
hear myself wheeze with disbelief, wondering if I even woke 
up at all or am still back in bed dreaming. 


“C’mon,” Jack urges me, patting the seat next to him and 
covering us both with a heavy woolen blanket. 


He gives the cue to our driver, and in seconds we're literally 
dashing through the snow filled streets of the city. As if 
Christmas morning has been made just for this trip. 


Wherever we’re actually going, but Jack explains. 


“T probably went overboard, but if we’re gonna have a real 
Christmas, I figure we both have some catching up to do,” 
he says loudly over the ringing of the sleigh bells, waving to 
the few people we pass in the street and bellowing a few 
hearty “ho-ho-ho’s” as they stand astonished. 


I should feel embarrassed, stupid even. But I feel like Jack’s 
right. 


I’ve spent my whole life telling myself Christmas is one 
thing when it could be so many others, if only I let it be that 
way. 


By the time we reach the office. 


I kinda figured that’s where we're headed. But nobody will 
be- 


Oh. 


I’m waving excitedly at everyone. I probably have as much 
snow in my hair as Jack has in his beard, but I don’t mind. 


As soon as we round the corner of the city block, I can see 
more and more people. Mostly smiling but a lot who look 
like they’d rather be someplace warm. 


They’re not employees. 


They’re all the folks most people like me forget about when 
it comes around to Christmas time. But Jack’s made today 
all for them as well. 


The sounds of carolers fill the crisp air and I feel those tears 
I warned Jack about welling up. 


But I save them. 


Something tells me I’m gonna need them. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


J ack 


Okay. It’s a little... a lot overboard, but I always say if I’m 
gonna do something, I’ll do it a hundred and ten percent. 


I could’ve just made it so Avery and I ate at the office, in the 
cafeteria with everyone else, or even just taken some of the 
food home. 


Lord knows there’s enough of it. 


But I guess I wanted to be Santa, and make us our own 
Christmas dinner too, which is warming in the kitchen back 
home. 


The Santa angle has its benefits too. A new Insurance 
company takeover, promoting itself with a two day 
Christmas feast for anyone who wants to turn up? 


Sounds like corny publicity and the question on every 
reporter’s lips is: ‘But where is Jack Cole?’ 


Best to keep my head down and just help hand out some of 
these gifts. 


Thousands of them, food hampers too, and vouchers for 
stuff people actually need to. 


With Avery at my side, I lose count of how many ‘thank 
you’s’ and ‘God bless you’s’ we hear. We’re not numb to it 
by the time I have to go, it’s the exact opposite. 


Giving is receiving, and if I have one small regret, it’s that I 
couldn’t give more to each and every person there. Maybe 
stay longer. 


But there’s always next year. 


And the three hundred and sixty-four days in between to 
make a difference too. 


Jack Cole’s no one trick pony, and I can see the wheels 
turning in Avery’s mind as we finally bid everyone farewell 
for the sake of keeping up the truth. 


Santa has a lot to do today, but we’ll see them all again real 
soon. 


I have our driver take us through the park. 


Thinking he’ll throw us off for taking so long, I’m surprised 
when he cheerfully agrees, gnawing on a hot turkey roll 
and warming himself with some soup. 


“Avery? It’s been a wild ride this past few days,” I start off, 
feeling her start to stiffen under my hand through the 
blanket. 


She’s chewing her lip, looking nervous. The face people 
make when the rug’s about to get pulled out from under 
them. 


I know it because I’ve made that face myself a dozen times. 


If you bet it all you have to be prepared to lose it all and 
start over. But that’s not what I want to tell her. 


“What I mean is... I know it’s so sudden, moving in and 
everything,” I stammer, feeling the sleigh slow down, the 
driver giving me time to say what I have to now. 


“It’s just-” 


“I’m starved,” she announces suddenly, huddling closer to 
me, gripping my arm with both of hers. 


“Let’s talk about it after dinner, Jack. Please?” she says 
nervously. 


I nod silently, and we’re back to a canter and home soon 
enough. 


My driver’s extra time and patience, I reward with an 
envelope as I thank him again, booking the same a year in 
advance before he disappears, singing a carol himself as 
the snow starts to fall heavier. 


The bells fade into the creeping darkness of the afternoon, 
and I let out a small sound when I see Avery opening the 
front door with her own key. 


It tells me all and it makes my heart bloom against my ribs 
as I watch her going inside before turning around. 


“Well? Get in here, Jack it’s freezing outside.” 


Smiling to myself, I leap up the last few steps to reach her, 
smelling something about to burn that isn’t the warmth 
between us. 


“The potatoes!” I call out, tearing off my suit and beard, 
grabbing at padding as I lurch into the kitchen, saving a 
tray of vegetables and the turkey just in time I’d say. 


Shooing Avery out of the kitchen, I suggest she takes a bath 
while I get our dinner ready. 


To my surprise, she doesn’t fight the idea, which gives me 
plenty of time to finish up both dinner and something else. 


Something I don’t think can wait through a Christmas 
dinner. 


That something else came with the house I bought at 
auction. Loved it the minute I saw it, but never understood 
the strange condition the previous owner had written into 
the terms. 


The house was so much, even above the reserve. But there 
was something else I’d overlooked, something they wanted 
to be included in the house and something that was worth 
almost twice as much once I had it valued. 


The only condition was that it could only ever leave the 
house if it was used as intended, never sold, and only 
passed on through the same way. 


I’d never even really thought about it until today. 


Until I knew that I wanted more than just Avery for 
Christmas. 


Slipping my robe on, I find her almost dozing in the huge 
antique tub, a warm towel over her eyes. 


I crouch down next to the bath, tracing my fingers through 
the water, pausing to make her shiver as I tease her 
nakedness underneath the water with it. 


“What you got there, Jack. You have time to climb in here 
with me?” she asks, a coy smile playing on her lips. 


I’d thought she’d never ask. 


“How’s dinner?” she adds, peeking at my own nakedness 
from under her cloth as I slide into the tub, the water 
dangerously close to spilling over. 


“Its ready whenever you are,” I tell her, really seeing just 
how beautiful she looks in the soft candlelight. Candles I 
never even knew I had. 


I can see her shivering another breath, almost like she 
knows what I’m about to ask. 


And I already know the answer 


The water ripples with our own tiny movements as I reach 
for her. 


Slipping the ring onto her finger. 


She shudders, trying to take the cloth from her eyes, but I 
tell her no. 


“Just say yes, Avery. We’ve had the best two days of our 
lives, let’s have this every day. Tell me you'll be mine 
forever, officially.” 


She’s already nodding her head, speechless. 


I lean forward, ignoring the water sloshing from the tub 
and taking off her face cloth, I hold my eyes in front of hers. 


“You’re all I’ve ever wanted, Avery. This is only a ring, but 
the ring around our hearts, I want that to last forever.” 


“Oh, Jack! You know it’s yes. It’ll always be yes because I 
love you,” she says, her tears streaming as I kiss her. 


A kiss that feels the same every time. 


Every single one and on every single day, which to me will 
always be Christmas. 


As long as I have my Avery. 


My one, my only. 


EPILOGUE 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


Aww 


I should feel embarrassed it took me so long to even 
remember her, but on the other hand. Who remembers 
every single thing they throw in the trash? 


“Whatever did happen to Angela, Jack? My old boss,” I ask 
him, decorating the tree in Jack’s office. 


He laughs out loud and slaps his hand on the side of his 
desk, making me jump. 


“T thought you’d never ask,” he exclaims, coming around to 
hold the stepladder steady as it creaks a little under my 
weight. 


“I can do it,” I snap impatiently, remembering how we first 
met. How trees and I sometimes don’t get along. 


“I know you can,” he says firmly, gripping my thighs and 
holding me steady as he groans, totally distracting me. 


Making me feel conscious of my weight for the millionth 
time in months. 


The weight I know he knows that I know has been creeping 
on. 


I’ve been through two whole sizes in as many months and 
not once has Jack said a word. If anything, he seems more 
turned on by it. 


“Well, what happened to her?” I ask, gnawing my lip in 
concentration as I set the angel just right at the top of the 
tree. 


Jack’s face is pressed against my thighs, right by my ass and 
all I can hear is a muffled sound as he pretends to speak. 


“Very funny, what happened?” I almost shout, feeling my 
temper get the better of me too for about the fifth time 
today. 


Who the hell has Christmas in July anyway? I was all for it 
last year... at Christmas, but this is just- 


I hear myself calling out for Jack, suddenly panicked. There 
are spots in front of my eyes as the whole room starts to 
spin away from me and before I know it I’ve slipped off the 
ladder and landed right in Jack’s arms. 


His eyes are intense, piercing. 
None of us are laughing or angry now. 


“What’s wrong with me, Jack?” I ask him, feeling my lower 
lip tremble. 


He carries me over to the couch and lays me out on it, 
holding up a firm finger when I try to get up. 


“We’re about to find out,” he says in his business voice, 
getting put through to a doctor who I know will be here 
quicker than a roast beef sandwich, knowing Jack. 


While we’re waiting, he sits on the edge of the couch, 
patting my hand. 


“I gave her an ultimatum by email the day we left for 
home,” he says, coming back to my original Angela, Barbie 
boss witch from hell problem I had before Jack came along. 


I cock my brow with interest, but feel suddenly nauseous 
too. 


“I said she could stay on, under you as her boss or she could 
take a year’s pay severance.” 


I don’t need to ask what happened after that. Neither of us 
ever saw her again. 


“And to answer your other question,” Jack continues. “I like 
the idea of Christmas in July because it’s a perfect reminder 
for me of just how we met, and how much you mean to me,” 
he adds, kissing my ring finger and squeezing it until I’m 
sure IIl cry. 


“Oh, Jack. I’m sorry. I wanted everything to be just perfect 
for today, for your Christmas in July. Now I just feel awful. 
Like something’s wrong with me.” 


He presses his hand across my forehead, smoothing my hair 
back. 


“Our Christmas, Avery. For us. With you it feels like every 
day’s Christmas, you know that right,” he says, blushing as 
he looks down. 


“I feel much better now, Jack,” I lie after a few more 
minutes, trying to get up, and even though he warns me 
against it, I feel myself tumbling backward all over again, 
almost fainting. 


Jack makes a low growl, “Where’s that damned-” 


Before he can finish, there’s a heavy knock at the door, 
which is half-open. 


In moments I’ve got the scrutinizing eye and the steadiest 
hands of the city’s finest doctor looking me over. 


Dr. Peters is unofficially retired, and the only man Jack will 
even let take my temperature, let alone examine me. 


As long as he’s right there with me, of course. 


He listens patiently as I describe how I felt when I fell as he 
takes my pulse and feels my neck, looks in my eyes with a 
light, and listens to my heart for a bit. 


Looking up the doctor’s eyes narrow and his face darkens a 
little. 


“What is it?” Jack asks, sounding more worried than I’ve 
ever seen him. 


“Christmas in July, Jack. Really?” The doctor asks, shaking 
his head. 


“What’s wrong with me, doc?” I plead with him, absently 
running my hand across my belly as I feel a sort of cramp. A 
kind of dull pain I’ve had for ages, but always put to the 
back of my mind. 


“TIl run a battery of tests, of course. But I have to ask you, 
Avery.” 


Jack leans forward, the doctor holding his hand up. “Now, 
don’t go punching me in the nose Jack, I gotta ask.” 


Jack makes a face but stabs a nod. 


“When did you last menstruate Avery? Have you been 
regular the past few months?” 


I can tell Jack’s annoyed, almost furious at the question, and 
if it was anyone else he’d probably be throwing the doctor 
out the window. 


But I think for a moment, then have to admit. 


“T... I really don’t know. Months, I guess. We’ve just been so 
busy...” 


The old doctor smiles to himself and pats my hand. He 
stands up and moves over to Jack’s desk, using his phone as 
if it were his own, calling for a private ambulance from the 
hospital. 


“Precautionary, but I know you wouldn’t have it any other 
way, Jack.” 


“What is it, tell me straight doc?” Jack says hastily, the 
doctor giving me a sly wink. 


“T think that’s something you and Avery might want to work 
out. Do the math from when you two last made whoopee ‘til 
when you stopped getting your monthly cycle like usual,” he 
adds with a chuckle. 


“TIl be waiting outside, give you a few minutes,” he sighs 
and shuffles off, scratching his head before closing the 
heavy oak door behind himself. 


Jack looks confused until he realizes too. He sees me smiling 
with relief and he kisses me hard on the forehead. 


“You mean?” he asks, his head shaking in disbelief. 


“T think we might be having a baby, Jack. You’re gonna be a 
daddy!” 


“We’re gonna be a mommy and a daddy,” he corrects me, 
gently kissing away the single tear from my cheek. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


CHRISTMAS EVE~TWO YEARS LATER 


J ack 


Once we knew baby one was on the way, I made sure I put a 
different ring on that pretty finger of Avery’s. 


I am old school, traditional. 


No child of mine is gonna be without proper parents, legal 
parents. 


I know Avery felt the same. The one thing we never need to 
discuss because our kids are part of our world. 


Part of the magic that glues us together. 


Jane’s cutting her teeth still, and to add to the fun, Ridley’s 
just started. 


Avery joked that Ridley was just copying his older sister, but 
once she felt his nibblers when she feeds him, it was official. 


Two hungry, healthy, growing babies. 


And we couldn’t be happier. Even if it is hard to get them 
relief sometimes, but there’s no shortage of things to gnaw 


on and mommy or daddy always know now whether it’s 
wind, tooth pain, or just pain in the ass with these two. 


“He’s just like you,” Avery and I always say in unison before 
we both start to laugh, closely followed by “Just like his 
mommy and daddy.” Same for little Jane. 


They’re a handful alright, and tonight more than ever as 
mommy and I try to get them settled. Christmas Eve is also 
our unofficially official anniversary. 


It’s the night I claimed her as my soul mate. The night we 
both know that little Jane was made, but it’s also the night 
we never stopped feeling the way we do about each other. 


Not for a single minute, so it’s special for both of us to relive 
it every year. 


Out of the city for the first time with the whole tribe, we 
figure it’s time to start showing the babies our Aspen house 
too. A getaway I only ever used a couple of times single, it 
makes for the perfect family getaway. Especially when 
there’s a near blizzard blowing and nothing else to do but 
snuggle and have all the warmth of Christmas, log fires, and 
tree lights all rolled into one magical week long adventure. 


The view down to the valley is usually clear, but today the 
snow’s piled up to the sills and the sky so thick with it, it 
looks like a snow dome. 


“Tt sure is beautiful out there,” Avery observes, rocking 
baby Ridley in her arms. I’m on the couch with a nodding 
Jane on my lap. 


“It sure is,” tell her, remembering her that first day. 
Remembering how every moment since has stayed the 
same. 


Just that feeling. This glow inside that makes me anxious to 
sleep sometimes, in case I wake up one day and find it alla 
dream. 


But it’s not a dream, this is real. And as Avery turns to see 
me checking out her ass instead of the view she raises a 
brow. 


“Kids are almost down for the count,” she whispers, and I’m 
already nodding in agreement. 


Our unspoken, secret code that we speak with our eyes. 
We love our kids, adore them beyond anything else. 


But we also love each other just as much. And mommy and 
daddy time, our special time alone is still just as important 
as the time we give our beautiful babies. 


But today, there’s something else in Avery’s eyes, like she 
wants to share something before we have our afternoon 
nap. 


A look I’ve only seen a couple of times, and one TIl never 
tire of. 


“Tt’s not too early for presents?” she asks softly, checking 
baby Riley’s sleeping and kissing his head as she put him in 
the bassinet by the couch followed by Jane into hers before 
she sits on my lap. 


“Now, who’s the one with all the secrets and surprises?” I 
ask, pecking her lips, feeling her warmth on me. 


Hoping like I shouldn’t that I’ll get my extra Christmas wish 
like I have every year so far. 


My wife never disappoints. 


Like she just knew it would be this way, she produces her 
little wrapped gift from under the couch on her side, and I 


in turn take out mine. 


We eased off the gift giving of ‘things’ pretty early on. My 
wife knows she can have anything she wants and I have her, 
SO we’re pretty much even. 


When the kids get older it may be a little bit of a different 
story but for now, it’s little token gifts here and there. 


This year is different though, I think. 
Because we both just know. 


I know her mood well enough, all the telltale signs and she 
knows my early starts are never for nothing. 


“You first,” she says bashfully, but I’m shaking my head 
firmly. 


“No way, this one first,” I demand, noting the difference in 
size of my parcel compared to hers. 


I’ve never been so nervous, or proud as when she’s peeling 
the paper off. 


It’s a picture frame. Nothing spectacular about that, but I 
taught myself wood shop 101 and almost got it perfect. 
From learning to hold a hammer to carving all their initials 
by hand. 


One of those segmented frames, with a picture in each. 
Each one holds a picture of Avery sleeping with one each 
and then both of our babies. 


One space left deliberately empty. 


“Oh, Jack!” she says, kissing me while trying not to cry. But I 
think we’re already both halfway there. 


“Tt’s just so beautiful, I’ll treasure it... we all will, won’t we?” 
she sniffs. 


“With room for more to come,” I add, pointing out the 
slotted grooves for the place new frames can be added. The 
start of our own family tree. 


“Each type of wood is for the season, or the month of our 
baby,” I explain, proud of the fact I managed some 
hardwoods with some really tricky soft ones in one project. 


“Now,” I announce, as loud as I dare. “Time for Jack’s 
Christmas gift,” hearing my own voice break, my heart 
pounding hard against my ribs and a lump in my throat. 


Third time around. I just know it. 
It’s wrapped in the same paper, an oblong box. 
Like something for a watch or jewelry. 


But my Avery knows I’m not interested in jewels or watches 
much. 


She winces as I tease her, almost opening the lid and then 
stopping, protesting that maybe I should leave it ‘til 
Christmas morning after all. 


“Don’t you dare, Jack Cole,” she squeals and urging me with 
her eyes to open the box I yield. 


The most precious thing I could hope for, apart from the 
true gift itself. 


A little plastic stick, with a big blue plus sign at one end. 
I know it doesn’t mean boy or girl. It just means baby. 
Another life to add to our already wonderful life. 


I watch it trembling in my fingers until I reach for Avery, 
holding her tighter than ever it seems these days. 


So thankful for her, and for the family she keeps giving us 
both. 


“Avery?” I ask her, brushing her bangs back, kissing her 
with each word. 


“Have I ever told you just how much I love you?” 


“You might’ve, once or twice.” She smiles, both of us 
streaming those tears of joy now, looking over at our babies 
as I hold my hand over her belly, feeling number three 
starting to kick for the first time. 


“Already?” I ask. Almost as astonished as Avery. 


“They probably know we're talking about them, that’s all,” 
Avery says calmly. 


“Both?” I ask, wondering if there’s a second surprise. 
Avery just shrugs and kisses me again. 


“I guess we'll have to wait for Christmas in November to 
find out for sure,” she adds cryptically. 


“T don’t think I can even tell you, Avery, just how much I love 
you all,” I tell her. 


“Every chance you get Jack you do, and we’ll always do the 
same... because I love you more than anything. And our 
babies, they’ll be saying the same thing too, soon enough.” 


Kissing her head as she nestles back into me, we both 
watch the fire and imagine we can hear the snow. 


The wind in the trees whispering the words we feel within. 


I love you. Merry Christmas. 
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